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ODE 

TO    THE    HONOURABLE 

SIR    WILLIAM    TEMPLE. 

Written  at  Moor-Park,  June,  1689. 

I. 

VIRTUE,  thegreateft  of  all  monarchies! 
Till,  its  firft  emperor  rebellious  man 
Depos'd  from  off  his  feat. 
It  fell,  and  broke  with  its  own  weight 
■Into  fmall  ftates  and  principalities. 

By  many  a  petty  lord  pofTefs'd, 
But  ne'er  fmce  feated  in  one  fmgle  breaft ! 
'Tis  you  who  muft  this  land  fubdue. 
The  mighty  conqueft's  left  for  you. 
The  conqueft  and  difcovtrry  too ; 
Search  out  this  Utopian  ground. 
Virtue's  Terra  Incognita, 
Where  none  ever  led  the  way, 
Nor  ever  fmce  but  in  defcriptions  found. 

Like  the  philofopher's  ilone. 
With  rules  to  fearch  it,  yet  obtain'd  by  none, 
II. 
We  have  too  long  been  led  aftray ; 
Too  long  have  our  mifguided  fouls  been  taught 
With  rules  from  mufly  morals  brought, 

B  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  you  muft  put  us  in  the  way ; 
Let  us  (for  fhame !)  no  more  be  fed 
With  antique  reliques  of  the  dead. 
The  gleanings  of  philofophy, 
Philofophy,  the  lumber  of  the  fchools. 
The  roguery  of  alchemy ; 
And  vvc,  the  bubbled  fools. 
Spend  all  our  prefent  life  in  hopes  of  golden  rules* 

III. 
But  what  does  our  prcud  ignorance  Learning  call  ? 

We  oddly  Plato's  paradox  make  good. 
Our  knowledge  is  but  mere  remembrance  all; 

Remembrance  is  our  treafure  and  om-  food; 
Nature's  fair  table-book,  our  tender  fouls, 
Vv'e  fcrawl  all  o'er  with  old  and  empty  rules. 
Stale  memorandums  of  the  fchools: 
For  Learning's  mighty  treafures  look 
In  that  deep  grave  a  book ; 
Think  that  fne  there  does  all  her  treafures  hide. 
And  that  her  troubled  gholl  flill  haunts  there  fmce 

ihe  dy'd. 
Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  ichools ; 

Her  priells,  her  train,  and  followers  fhew 
As  if  they  all  were  fpedres  too ! 
They  purchafe  knowledge  at  th'  expencc 
Of  common  breeding,  common  fenfe. 
And  grow  at  once  fcholars  and  fools; 
Afreft  ill-manner'd  pedantry, 
Rndenefs,  ill-nature,  incivility. 

And, 
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And,  iick  with  dregs  of  knowledge  grown. 
Which  greedily  they  fwallow  down. 
Still  call  it  up,  and  naufeate  company. 
IV. 
Curll  be  the  wretch !  nay  doubly  curft ! 

(If  it  may  lav/ful  be 
To  curfe  our  greatell  enemy) 
Who  learnt  himfelf  that  hercfy  nrll: 
(Which  fmce  has  feiz'd  on  all  the  reft) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  humanity ; 
Taught  us,  like  Spaniards,  to  be  proud  and  poor. 

And  fling  our  fcraps  before  our  door ! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'fcap'd  this  general  peil ; 
Thofe  mighty  epithets,  learn'd,  good,  and  great. 
Which  we  ne'er  join'd  before,  but  in  romances  meet. 
We  find  in  ycu  at  kft  united  grown. 

You  cannot  be  compared  to  one  : 
I  mail,  like  him  that  painted  Venus'  face. 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  grace ; 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do. 

Their  courting  a  retreat  like  you,    • 
Unlefs  I  put  in  Caefar's  learning  too : 

Your  hap|5y  frame  at  once  controls 
This  great  triumvirate  cf  fouly, 
V. 
Let  not  old  Rome  boall  Fabius'  f^ite ; 
He  fav'd  liis  country  by  delays. 

But  you  by  peace. 
You  bought  it  at  a  clieaper  rate ; 

B  3     '  Nor 
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Nor  has  it  left  the  ufual  bloody  fear. 

To  fhew  it  coll  its  price  in  war ; 
War !  that  mad  game  the  world  fo  loves  to  pla>v 

And  for  it  does  fo  dearly  pay ; 
For,  though  with  lofs  or  viftory  a  while 

Fortune  the  gameflers  does  beguile. 
Yet  at  the  lail  the  box  fweeps  all  away. 

VI. 

Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace 
No  thunder  e'er  can  blaft  : 
Th*  artillery  of  the  fkies 

Shoots  to  the  earth,  and  dies; 
Nj)r  ever  green  and  flouriihing.  't  will  laft. 
Nor  dipt  in  blood,  nor  widows'  tears,  nor  orphans' cries. 
About  the  head  crown'd  with  thefe  bays. 
Like  lambent  fire  the  lightning  plays;. 
Nor,  its  triumphal  cavalcade  to  grace, 

Ma^kes  up  its  folemn  train  v/ith  death-; 
It  melts  the  fword  of  war,  yet  keeps  it  in  the  iheatho 

VII. 
The  wily  fhifts  of  ftate,  thofe  jugglers'  tricks. 
Which  we  call  deep  defigns  and  politicks 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry, 

Becaufe  the  cords  efcape  their  eye. 
Wonder  to  fee  the  motions  fly) ; 
Methinks,.  when  you  expofe  the  fcene> 
Down  the  ill-organ' d  engines  fall ; 
OiF  fiy  the  A^zards,  and  difcover  all : 

How  plain  I  fee  through  the  deceit  I 
How  Ihallovv',  and  how  grofs,  the  cheat  I 

Look 
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Look  where  the  pully's  tied  above  ! 

Great  God  1  (faid  I)  what  have  I  feen  ! 
On  what  poor  engines  move 
The  thoughts  of  monarchs,  and  defigns  of  ftates  1 

What  petty  motives  rule  their  fates ! 
How  the  moufe  makes  the  mighty  mountain  fhake ! 
The  mighty  mountain  labours  with  its  birth. 

Away  the  frighten'd  peafants  fly, 

Scar'd  at  th'  unheard-of  prodigy, 
Expeft  fome  great  gigantic  fon  of  earth ; 
Lo  1  it  appears ! 

See  how  they  tremble !  how  they  quake ! 
Out  Harts  the  little  beaft,  and  mocks  their  idle  fears. 

VIII. 
Then  tell,  dear  favourite  Mufe ! 
What  ferpent's  that  which  ftill  reforts,] 
Still  lurks  in  palaces  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight. 
And  on  the  terrace  light. 

See  where  fhe  lies  1 
See  how  Ihe  rears  her  head. 
And  rolls  about  her  dreadful  eyes. 
To  drive  all  virtue  out,  or  look  it  dead ! 
'Twas  fure  this  bafiliik  fent  Temple  thence. 
And  though  as  fome  ('tis  faid)  for  their  defence 
Have  worn  a  cafement  o'er  their  fkin. 
So  he  wore  his  within. 
Made  up  of  viicue  and  tranfparent  innocence; 

B  4  And 
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And  though  he  eft  renewed  the  fight. 
And  almoft  got  priority  of  fight. 

He  ne'er  could  overcome  her  quite 
(In  pieces  cut,  the  \iper  Ml  did  re-unite). 

Till,  at  laft,  tir'd  with  lofs  of  time  and  eafc, 
Refolv'd  to  give  himfelf,  as  well  as  country,  peace. 

IX. 
Sing,  belov'd  Mufe !  the  pleafures  of  retreat. 

And  in  fome  untoucli'd  virgin  ftrain 
Shev/  the  delights  thy  fifter  Nature  yields ; 
Sing  of  thy  vales,  fing  of  thy  woods,  fing  of  thy  fields  j 
Go  publiih  o'er  the  plain 
How  mighty  a  profelyte  you  gain ! 
How  noble  a  reprifal  on  the  great  1 

How  is  the  Mufe  luxuriant  grown  • 
Whene'er  (he  takes  this  flight. 
She  foars  clear  out  of  fight. 
Thef^  are  the  paradifes  of  her  own : 

(The  Pegafus,  like  an  unruly  horfe. 
Though  ne'er  fo  gently  led 
To  the  Icv'd  pafcure  where  he  us'd  to  feed. 
Runs  violently  o'er  his  ufual  courfe.) 
Wake  from  thy  wanton  dreams. 

Come  from  thy  dear-lcv'd  Itreams, 
The  crooked  paths  of  wandering  Thames  I 
Fain  the  fair  nymph  would  flay. 
Oft'  {he  looks  back  in  vain. 
Oft'  'gainft  her  fountain  does  complain, 
/uid  foftly  fleals  in  many  windings  down. 

As 
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As  loth  to  fee  the  hated  court  and  town. 
And  murmurs  as  fhe  glides  away. 
X. 
In  this  new  happy  fcene 
Are  nobler  rubje(5b  for  your  learned  pen; 
Here  we  expeft  from  you 
More  than  your  predecelTor  Adam  knew ; 
Whatever  moves  our  wonder,  or  our  fport. 
Whatever  ferves  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  court  ^ 

Kow  that  which  we  a  kernel  fee 
(Whofe  well-CGmpa6led  forms  efcape  the  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  the  blunt  rays  of  fight) 
Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree ; 
■\yhence  takes  it  its  increafe,  and  whence  its  birth. 
Or  from  the  fun,  or  froni  the  air,  or  from  the  earthj^ 
Where  all  the  fruitful  atoms  lie ; 
How  fome  go  downward  to  the  root. 
Some  more  ambitiouily  upwards  fly. 
And  form  the  leaves,  the  branches,  and  the  fruit. 
You  irrove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vain,. 
Your  garden's  better  worth  your  noble  pain. 
Here  mankind  fell,  and  hence  muft  rife  again. 

XI. 
Shall  I  believe  a  fpirit  fo  divine 

Was  caft  in  the  fame  mould  \^ith  mine  ? 
V/hy  then  does  Nature  fo  unjufdy  fhare 
Among  her  elder  fons  the  whole  eftate. 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plate  ? 
Poor  we!  cadets  of  Heaven,  not  worth  her  cn.re. 
Take  up  at  beil  witli  lumber  and  tlie  leavings  of  a  fare : 

Some 
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Some  (he  binds  'prentice  to  the  fpade. 
Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade. 
Some  fhe  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw. 
Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  fends  us  to  look  out  for  flraw : 

Some  fhe  condemns  for  life  to  try 
To  dig  the  leaden  mines  of  deep  philofophy : 
Me  fhe  has  to  the  Mufe's  gallies  tied. 
In  vain  I  flrive  to  crofs  this  fpacious  main. 
In  vain  I  tug  and  pull  the  oar. 
And,  when  I  almofl  reach  the  fhore. 
Straight  the  Mufe  turns  the  helm,  and  I  launch  out  again : 

And  yet,  to  feed  my  pride. 
Whene'er  I  mourn,  flops  my  complaining  breath. 
With  promife  of  a  mad  reverfion  after  death. 
XII. 
Then,  Sir,  accept  this  worthlefs  verfe. 
The  tribute  of  an  humble  Mufe, 
*Tis  all  the  portion  of  my  niggard  flars ; 
Nature  the  hidden  fpark  did  at  my  birth  infufe. 
And  kindled  lirfl  with  indolence  and  eafe ; 

And,  lince  too  oft'  debauch'd  by  praife, 
'Tis  now  grown  an  incurable  difeafe : 
In  vain  to  quench  this  foolifh  fire  I  try 
In  wifdom  and  philofophy  ; 
In  vain  all  wholefome  herbs  I  fow. 
Where  nought  but  weeds  will  o^row. 
Whate'er  I  plant  (like  corn  on  barren  earth) 
By  an  equivocal  birth 
Seeds,  and  runs  up  to  poetry. 

ODE 


C    II    ] 
ODE  TO  KING  WILLIAM*, 

ON  HIS   SUCCESSES  IN  IRELAND. 

TO  purchafe  kingdoms,  and  to  buy  renown. 
Are  arts  peculiar  to  diflembling  France; 
You,  mighty  Monarch,  nobler  adions  crown. 
And  folid  virtue  does  your  name  advance. 

Your  matchlefs  courage  with  your  prudence  joins. 
The  glorious  firufture  of  your  fame  to  raife ; 

With  its  own  light  your  dazzling  glory  fhines. 
And  into  adoration  turns  our  praife. 

Had  you  by  dull  fucceffion  gain'd  your  crown     *-' 
(Cowards  are  Monarchs  by  that  title  made). 

Part  of  your  merit  Chance  would  call  her  own. 
And  half  your  virtues  had  been  loH  in  fhade. 

But  nov/  your  worth  its  jull  reward  Ihall  have : 
What  trophies  and  what  triumphs  are  your  duej 

Who  could  {o  well  a  dying  nation  fave. 
At  once  deferve  a  crown,  and  gain  it  too  i 

*  With  much  pleafure  1  here  prefent  to  the  publieJc  an 
Ode  which  had  been  long  fougiit  after  without  fiicccfs.  That 
it  is  Swift's,  I  have  not  the  leaft  doubt}  and  it  is  the  more 
curious,  as  being  the  fecond  poem  that  he  wrote.  He  refers  to 
it  in  the  fecond  ftanza  of  his  **  Ode  to  the  Athenian  Society," 
and  exprefily  marks  it  by  a  marginal  note,  under  the  title  of 
*'  The  Ode  1  writ  to  tht  King  in  Ireland."  See  p.  14.  j  and 
fee,  alfo,  "  The  Gentlenaan's  Journal,  *' July,  1692,"  p.  13.  N. 

You 


iz  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

You  faw  how  near  we  were  to  ruin  brought. 

You  faw  th'  impetuous  torrent  roiling  on ; 
And  timely  on  the  coming  danger  thought. 

Which  we  could  neither  obviate,  nor  Ihun. 
Britannia  flript  from  her  fole  guard  the  laws, 
^*^Ready  to  fall  Rome's  blooody  facriiice ; 
You  flraight  ftept  in,  and  from  the  monfter's  jaws 

Did  bravely  fnatch  the  lovely,  helplefs  prize. 
Nor  this  is  allj  as  glorious  is  the  care 

To  preferve  conquefls,  as  at  firfl  to  gain : 
In  this  your  virtue  claims  a  double  fhare, 

Wliich,  what  it  bravely  won,  does  well  maintain. 
Your  arm  has  now  your  rightful  title  fhow'd. 

An  arm  on  v/hich  all  Europe's  hopes  depend. 
To  which  they  look  as  to  fome  guardian  God> 

That  muft  their  doubtful  liberty  defend. 
A.maz'd,  thy  aftion  at  the  Bovne  v/e  fee  1 

When  Schomberg  Harted  at  the  vaft  defign  : 
The  boundlefs  glory  all  redounds  to  thee, 

Th'  impulfe,  tlie  fight,  th'  event,  were  wholly  thine. 
The  brave  attempt  does  all  our  foes  difarm ; 

You  need  but  nov/  give  orders  and  command. 
Your  name  fiiall  the  remaining  work  perform. 

And  fpare  the  labour  of  your  conquering  liand. 
France  does  in  vain  her  feeble  arts  apply. 

To  intsrrupt  the  fortune  of  your  courfe : 
Your  influence  does  the  vain  attacks  defy 
Cf  fecret  malice,  or  of  open  force. 

Boldly 
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Boldly  we  hence  tlic  brave  coiTimencement  date 
Of  glorious  de^dj,  that  muil  all  tongues  employ : 

William's  the  pledge  and  earneft  given  by  Fate 
Of  England's  glory,  and  her  lafling  joy. 


ODE 

TO  THE  ATHENIAN  SOCIETY. 

Moor-Park,  Feb.  14,  1691, 

T 
X, 

AS  vvhen  the  deluge  fir  ft  began  to  fall. 
That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  again 
(When  this  huge  body's  moifture  was  fo  great. 

It  quite  o'ercame  the  vital  heat) ; 
That  mountain  v^'hich  was  higheft,  firft  of  all 
Appear'd  above  the  univerfal  main. 
To  blefs  the  primitive  Tailor's  weary  fight ! 
And  'twas  perhaps  Pamaffus,  if  in  height 

It  be  as  great  as  'tis  in  fame. 

And  nigh  to  Heaven  as  is  its  name  : 
So,  after  th'  inundation  of  a  war, 
When  Learning's  little  houfnold  did  embark 
With  her  world's  fruitful  fyllem  in  her  facred  ark. 

At  the  iirll  ebb  of  noife  and  fears, 
Philofophy's  exalted  head  appears ; 
And  the  Dove-Mufe  will  now  no  longer  flay, 
But  plumes  her  fdver  wings  and  flies  away; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  fne  brings  from  far. 

To  crown  the  happy  conquej-or. 

To 
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To  fliew  the  flood  begins  to  ceale. 
And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  vidtory  and  peace. 

II. 
The  eager  Mufe  took  wing  upon  the  waves*  decline. 

When  War  her  cloudy  afpedl  juft  withdrew. 

When  the  bright  fun  of  Peace  began  to  fhine. 
And  for  a  while  in  heavenly  contemplation  fat 

On  the  high  top  of  peaceful  Ararat ; 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch   (for  laurel  was  the  iirfl 

that  grew. 
The  firil  of  plants  after  the  thunder,  ftorm,  and  rain) ; 

And  thence,  with  joyful  nimble  wing. 

Flew  dutifully  back  again. 
And  made  an  humble  chaplet  for  the  King  *. 

And  the  Dove-Mufe  is  fled  once  more 
(Glad  of  the  viftory,  yet  frighten'd  at  the  war) ; 

And  now  difcovers  from  afar 

A  peaceful  and  a  flourifliing  ihore: 
No  fooner  did  fhe  land 
On  the  delightful  ftrand. 

Than  ftraight  llie  fees  the  country  all  around. 

Where  fatal  Neptune  rul'd  erewhile, 
Scatter'd  with  flowery  vales,with  fruitful  gardens  crown'd. 
And  many  a  pleafant  wood ! 

As  if  the  univerfal  Nile 

Had  rather  watered  it  than  drown'd : 
It  feems  fome  floating  piece  of  paradife, 

Prefexv'd  by  wonder  from  the  flood, 

*  The  OJe  I  writ  to  the  King  in  Irelandi    Swift.  See  p.  ii. 

Long 
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Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as  we  are  told 
Fam'd  Delos  did  of  old. 
And  the  transported  Mufe  imagin'd  it 
To  be  a  fitter  birth-pb.ce  for  the  God  of  wit. 
Or  the  rauch-taik'd  oracular  grove ; 
Vvlien  with  amazing  joy  Ihe  hears 
An  unknown  mufick  all  around 
Charming  her  greedy  ears 
With  many  a  heavenly  fong 
Of  nature  and  of  art,  of  deep  philofophy  and  love, 
Whilil  angels  tune  the  voice,  and  God  infpires  the  tongue* 

In  vain  ihe  catches  at  the  empty  found. 
In  vain  purfaes  the  mufick  with  her  longing  eye. 
And  courts  the  wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 
III. 
Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far- exalted  men. 
The  wild  excurfions  of  a  youthful  pen  * ; 

Forgive  a  young,  and  (almoft)  Virgin-Mufe, 
Whom  blind  and  eager  curiofity 
(Yet  curiofity,  they  fay. 
Is  in  her  fex  a  crime  needs  no  excufe) 

Has  forc'd  to  grope  her  uncouth  way 
After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  eye. 
No  wonder  then  fne  quits  the  narrow  path  of  fenfe 
For  a  dear  ramble  through  impertinence ; 
Impertinence  1  the  fcurvy  of  mankind. 
And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it, 

*  See  Swift's  very  remarkable  Letter  to  the  Athenian  Society, 
in  the  <^  Supplement  to  his  Works/*     N. 

Though 
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Though  we  be  of  two  different  facllons  flill. 

Both  the  good-natur'd  and  the  ill. 
Yet  wherefoe'er  you  look,  you'll  always  find 
We  join,  like  flies  and  wafps,  in  buzzing  about  wit. 
In  me,  who  am  of  the  firft  fe£l  of  thefe. 
All  merit,  that  trcmfcends  the  humble  rules 
Of  my  own  dazzled  fcanty  fenfe. 
Begets  a  kinder  folly  and  impertinence 

Of  admiration  and  of  praife. 
And  our  good  brethren  of  the  furly  fe<^ 

Mull  e'en  all  herd  us  with  their  kindred  fools : 
For  though,  poflefs'd  of  prefent  vogue,  they  've  made 
Railing  a  rule  of  wit,  and  obloquy  a  trade ; 
Yet  the  fame  want  of  brains  produces  each  effect. 
And  you,  whom  Pluto's  helm  does  wifely  fhroud 

From  us  the  blind  and  thoughtlefs  croud. 
Like  the  fam'd  hero  in  his  mother's  cloud. 
Who  both  our  follies  and  impertinences  fee. 
Do  laugh  perhaps  at  theirs,  and' pity  mine  and  me. 
IV. 
But  cenfure  's  to  be  underilood 
Th'  authentic  mark  of  the  elecSl, 
The  public  ftamp  Keaven  fets  on  all  that's  great  and  good. 
Our  Shallow  fearch  and  judgement  to  direct. 
The  war  methinks  has  made 
pur  \vit  and  learning  narrow  as  our  trade ; 
Inilead  of  boldly  failing  far,  to  buy 
A  iiock  of  wifdom  and  philofophy. 

We  fondly  ftay  at  home,  in  fear 
Of  every  eenfuring  privateer  j 

forcing 
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Forcing  a  wretched  trade  by  beating  down  the  fale. 
And  felling  bafely  by  retail. 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheifts  of  the  age. 
Who  fain  would  rule  the  pulpit  as  they  do  the  llage ; 
Wondrous  refiners  of  philofophy. 
Of  morals  and  divinity. 
By  the  new  modifli  fyftem  of  reducing  all  to  fenfe, 
Againft  all  logick  and  concluding  laws. 
Do  own  th'  effedls  of  Providence, 
And  yet  deny  the  caufe. 

V. 

This  hopeful  feci,  now  it  begins  to  fee 
Kow  little,  very  little,  do  prevail       ^ 
Their  firil  and  chiefeil  force** '''^ 
To  cenfure,  to  cry  down,  and  rail. 
Not  knowing  what,  or  where,  or  who  you  be. 
Will  quickly  take  another  courfe :         "'"  ^ 

And,  by  their  never- failing  ways 
Of  folving  all  appearances  they  pleafe. 
We  foon  {hall  fee  them  to  their  ancient  methods  fall. 
And  ftraight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  thing  at  alL. 

I  laugh  at  the  grave  anfwer  they  will  make. 
Which  they  have  always  ready,  general,  and  cheap  z 
^Tis  but  to  fay,  that  what  we  daily  meet. 
And  by  a  fond  miilake 
Perhaps  imagine  to  be  wondrous  wit. 
And  think,  alas !  to  be  by  mortals  writ. 
Is  but  a  croud  of  atoms  juftling  in  a  heap. 

Which  from  eternal  feeds  begun, 
Juftling  fome  thoufand  years  till  ripen'd  by  the  fun  ; 
Vol.  XLII.  C  They  're 
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They  're  now,  j-afl  now,  as  naturally  born. 
As  from  the  womb  of  earth  a  field  of  corn. 

VI. 

But  as  for  poor  contented  me. 
Who  mull  my  weaknefs  and  my  ignorance  confefs. 
That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  fee ; 
Methinks  I  'm  fatisfy'd  to  guefs. 
That  this  new,  noble,  and  delightful  fcene 
Is  wonderfully  mov'd  by  fome  exalted  men. 

Who  have  well  fludied  in  the  world's  difeafe 
(That  epidemic  error  and  depravity. 
Or  in  our  judgement  or  our  eye). 
That  what  furprizes  us  can  only  pleafe. 
We  often  fearch  contentedly  the  whole  world  round. 
To  make  fome  great  difcovery ; 
And  fcorn  it  when  'tis  found. 
Juft  fo  the  mighty  Nile  has  fuffer'd  in  its  fame, 

Becaufe  'tis  faid  (and  perhaps  only  faid) 
We  've  found  a  little  inconfiderable  head. 

That  feeds  the  huge  unequal  ftream. 
Confider  human  folly,  and  you  '11  quickly  own. 

That  all  the  praifes"  it  can  give. 
By  which  fome  fondly  boaft  they  fhall  for  ever  live. 
Won't  pay  th'  impertinence  of  being  known: 
Elfe  why  fhould  the  fam'd  Lydian  king 
(Whom  all  the  charms  of  an  ufurped  wife  and  flate. 
With  all  that  power  unfelt  courts  mankind  to  be  great. 

Did  with  new  unexperienc'd  glories  wait) 
S;ill  wear,  ftill  doat;  on  his  invifible  rin^  ? 

•  VII.  Were 
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VII. 
Were  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  Fame, 
Which  is  perhaps  as  hard  t'  imagine  right 
As  to  paint  Echo  to  the  fight; 
I  would  not  draw  th'  idea  from  an  empty  name ; 
Becaufe,  alas !  when  we  all  die, 
Carelefs  and  ignorant  pofterity. 
Although  they  praife  the  learning  and  the  wit. 

And  though  the  title  feem.s  to  fhow 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ. 
Yet  how  fhall  they  be  brought  to  know, 
"V^Tiether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  you,  or  I  ? 
Lefs  fhould  I  daub  it  o'er  with  tranfitory  praife. 

And  water-colours  of  thefe  days : 
Thefe  days !  where  e'en  th'  extravagance  of  poetry 
Is  at  a  lofs  for  figures  to  exprefs 
Men's  folly,  v/himfies,  and  inconllancy. 
And  by  a  faint  defcription  makes  them  lefs. 
Then  tell  us  wliat  is  Fame,  where  fhall  we  fearch  for  it  ? 
Look  where  exalted  Virtue  and  Religion  fit 
Enthron'd  with  heavenly  Wit ! 
Look  where  you  fee 
The  greatell  fcorn  of  learned  Vanity ! 
(And  then  how  much  a  nothing  is  mankind  !• 
Whofe  reafon  is  weigh'd  down  by  popular  ai^K 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baftling  death ; 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a  transfufion  of  breath. 

Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  right  will  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottling  up  of  wind  1 ) 
And  when  you  find  out  thefe,  believe  true  Fame  is  there, 
C  2  Far 
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Far  above  all  reward,  yet  to  which  all  is  due ; 

And  this,  ye  great  unknown !  is  only  knovsTi  in  you, 

VIII. 

The  juggling  fea-god,  when  by  chance  trepan'd 
By  fome  inftrufted  querift  fleeping  on  the  fand. 
Impatient  of  all  anfwers,  ftrait  became 
A  ftealing  brook,  and  Ilrove  to  creep  away 

Into  his  native  Tea, 
Vext  at  their  follies,  murmur'd  in  his  flream ; 
But,  difappointed  of  his  fond  defire. 
Would  vanilh  in  a  pyramid  of  fire. 
This  furly  flippery  God,  when  he  defign'd 

To  furnilh  his  efcapes. 
Ne'er  borrow'd  more  variety  of  fhapes 
Than  you  to  pleafe  and  fatisfy  mankind. 
And  feem  (almoft)  transform'd  to  water,  flame,  and  air. 

So  well  you  anfwer  all  phenomena  there : 
Though  madmen  and  the  wits,  philofophers  and  fools. 
With  all  that  fadious  or  enthufiallic  dotards  dream. 
And  all  the  incoherent  jargon  of  the  fchools; 

Though  all  the  fumes  of  fear^  hope,  love,  and  fhame. 
Contrive  to  fhock  your  minds  with  many  a  fenfelefs 

doubt ; 
Doubts  where  the  Delphic  God  would  grope  in  Igno- 
rance and  night. 
The  God  of  learning  and  of  light 
Would  want  a  God  himfelf  to  help  liim  out. 

IX.  Philofophy, 
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IX. 

Philofophy,  as  it  before  us  lies. 
Seems  to  have  borrow'd  fome  ungrateful  tafte 
Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties. 
From  every  age  through  which  it  pafs'd. 
But  always  with  a  ftronger  reliih  of  the  laft. 
This  beauteous  queen,  by  Heaven  defign'd 
To  be  the  great  original 
For  man  to  drefs  and  polifli  his  uncourtly  mind. 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  fmce  the  fall  I 
More  oft'  in  fools'  and  madmen's  hands  than  fages. 
She  feems  a  medley  of  all  ages. 
With  a  huge  fardingale  to  fwell  her  fuflian  fluff, 
A  new  commode,  a  top-knot,  and  a  ruff. 
Her  face  patch'd  o'er  with  modern  pedantry. 
With  a  long  fweeping  train 
Of  comments  and  difputes,  ridiculous  and  vain. 
All  of  old  cut  with  a  new  dye : 
How  foon  have  you  reftor'd  her  charms. 
And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books, 
Drell  her  again  genteel  and  neat. 
And  rather  tight  than  great ! 
How  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  arms ! 
How  much  of  Heaven  is  in  her  naked  looks ! 
X. 
Thus  the  ^_iading  Mufe  oft'  blinds  me  to  her  ways. 
And  ev'n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  changes  all  to  beauty,  and  the  praife 
Of  that  proud  tyrant  fex  of  hers. 

'       C  3  The 
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The  rebel  Mufe,  alas  1  takes  part 
But  with  my  own  rebellious  heart, 
-And  you  with  .fatal  and  immortal  wit  confpire 
To  fan  th'  unhappy  fire. 
Cruel  unknown !  what  is  it  you  intend  r 
Ah !  could  you,  could  you  hope  a  poet  for  ycur  friend  • 

Rather  forgive  what  my  firfl  tranfport  faid : 
May  all  the  blood,  which  fnall  by  woman's  fcorn  be  fhed. 

Lie  upon  you  and  on  your  children's  head ! 
Per  ycu  (ah !  did  I  think  I  e'er  fhould  live  to  fee 
The  fatal  time  when  that  could  be !) 
Have  ev'n  increas'd  their  pride  and  cruelty. 
"Woman  fecms  ncv/  above  all  vanity  grown. 
Still  boaiiing  of  her  great  unkncv;n 
Platonic  champions,  gain'd  without  one  female  wile, 
Or  the  vail  charges  of  a  fmile; 
Which  'tis  a  fhame  to  fee  how  much  of  late 
Ycu  've  taught  the  covetous  wretches  to  o'er-rate. 
And  which  they  've  now  the  ccnfciences  to  weigh 
In  the  fame  balance  with  our  tears. 
And  with  fuch  fcanty  v/ages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  flavcry  of  years. 
Let  the  vain  fex  dream  on;  t^e  empire  comes  from  us. 
And,  had  they  common  generofity. 
They  would  not  ufe  us  thus. 
Well — though  you  Ve  rais'd  her  to  this  high  degree, 

Oiyrfelves  are  rais'd  as  well  as  fhe ; 
And,  fpite  of  all  that  they  or  you  can  do, 
'Tis  pride  and  happinefs  enough  to  me 
Still  to  be  of  the  fame  exalted  fex  with  you. 

XL  Al^s, 


ODE  TO  THE  ATHENIAN  SOCIETY.      zz 

XL 

Ala5,  how  fleeting  and  how  vain 
Is  ev'n  the  nobler  man,  our  learning  and  our  wit  1 
I  figh  whene'er  I  think  of  it: 
As  at  the  clofing  of  an  unhappy  fcene 

Of  fome  great  king  and  conqueror's  death. 
When  the  fad  melancholy  Mufe 
Stays  but  to  catch  his  utmod  breath. 
I  grieve,  this  nobler  work  moll  happily  begun. 
So  quickly  and  fo  wonderfully  carry'd  on, 
iMay  fall  at  laft  to  intereu,  folly,  and  abufe. 
There  is  a  noon-tide  in  our  lives, 
"Which  ftill  the  fooner  it  arrives. 
Although  we  boaft  our  winter-fun  looks  bright. 
And  foolifhiy  are  glad  to  fee  it  at  its  height. 
Yet  fo  much  fooner  comes  the  long  and  gloomy  night. 

No  conqueil  ever  yet  begun. 
And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  height. 
E'er  flouriih'd  under  a  fuccefibr  or  a  fon ; 
h  loft  fome  mighty  pieces  through  all  hands  it  paft. 
And  vanifh'd  to  an  empty  title  in  the  lall. 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled 
(Which  nature  never  can  retain. 
Nor  e'er  call  back  agam). 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead. 
XII. 
And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fare. 
With  what  unhappy  men  fhall  dare 
To  be  fucceffors  to  thefe  great  unknown. 
On  Learning's  high-eilablifh'd  throne. 

C  4.  Cenfure, 
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Cenfure,  and  Pedantry,  and  Pride, 
Numberlefs  nations,  ftretching  far  and  wide. 
Shall  (I  forefee  it)  foon  with  Gothic  fwarms  come  forth 

From  Ignorance's  univerfal  North, 
And  with  blind  rage  break  all  this  peaceful  government : 
Yet  ihall  thefe  traces  of  your  wit  remain. 
Like  a  jufl  map,  to  tell  the  vafl  extent 
Of  conqueft  in  your  fhort  and  happy  reign; 
And  to  all  future  mankind  fhew 
How  ftrange  a  paradox  is  true. 
That  men  who  fff'd  and  dy'd  without  a  name 
A.re  the  chief  heroes  in  the  facred  lift  of  Fame. 

WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY'S  IVORY  TABLE- 
BOOK,  1699. 

PERUSE  my  leaves  through  every  part. 
And  think  thou  feeft  my  owner's  heart, 
Scrawl'd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 
As  hard,  as  fenfelefs,  and  as  light; 
Expos'd  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes. 
But  hid  v/ith  caution  from  the  wife. 
Here  you  may  read,  "  Dear  charming  faint  1" 
Beneath,  "  A  new  receipt  for  paint:" 
Here,  in  beau-fpelling,  ''  Tru  tel  deth;" 
There,  in  her  own,  "  For  an  el  breth:" 
Here,  "  Lovely  nymph,  pronounce  my  doom'.'* 
There,  **  A  fafe  way  to  ufe  perfume :" 
Here,  a  page  fiU'd  with  billets-doux ; 
On  t'other  fide,  "  Laid  out  for  Ihoes"— 
*  Madam,  I  die  without  your  grace"— 
*'  Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace."  Who 
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WTio  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here. 
For  every  peeping  fop  to  jeer; 
In  power  of  fpittle  and  a  clout. 
Whene'er  he  pleafe,  to  blot  it  out ; 
And  then,  to  heighten  the  difgrace. 
Clap  his  own  nonfenfe  in  the  place  ? 
Whoe'er  experts  to  hold  his  part 
In  fuch  a  book,  and  fuch  a  heart. 
If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool. 
Is  in  all  points  the  ntteft  tool ; 
Of  whom  it  may  be  juftly  faid. 
He  's  a  gold  pencil  tipp'd  with  lead. 

MRS.  HARRIS'S  PETITION. 

1699. 

TO  their  Excellencies  the  Lords  Juftices  of  Ireland*i, 
the  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
Who  mull:  flarve,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it  mifcarries; 

Humbly  fneweth. 
That  I  went  to  warm  myfelf  in  Lady  Betty's  f  chamber, 

becaufe  I  was  cold ; 
And  I  had  in  a  purfe  feven  pounds,  four  fhillings,  and 

lix  pence,  befides  farthings,  in  money  and  gold : 
So,  becaufe  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  Lady  lall: 

night, 
I  was  refolv'd  to  tell  my  money,  to  fee  if  it  was  right. 

*  The  Earls  of  Berkeley  and  of  Galway. 

-J    Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  afterwards  Germaine. 

Now^ 
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Now,  you  muH  know,  becaufe  my  trunk  has  a  very' 

bad  lock. 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God  knows, 

is  a  very  fmall  flock, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  ty'd  about  my  middle,  next  to 

my  fmock.  ^1 

So  when  I  went  to  put  up  my  purfe,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  fmock  was  unript. 
And,  inflead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down  it  fiipt ; 
/  Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my  Lady 
)  to  bed ; 

And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as  fafe  as 

my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  found  my  pocket  feel  very 

light: 
But  when  I  fearch'd,  and  mifs'd  my  purfe.  Lord !  I 

thought  I  fhould  have  funk  outright. 
Lord !  Madam,  fays  Mary,  how  d'  ye  do  ?  Indeed,  fays 

I,  never  worfe : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done  with 

my  purfe  ? 
Lord  help  me !  fa.id  Mary,  I  never  flirr'd  out  of  this  place : 
Nay,  faid  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber,  that's 

a  plain  cafe. 
So  Mary  go"  mc  to  bed,  and  cover 'd  me  up  warm : 
However,  fhe  fiole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might  do 

myfelf  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  tof>'d  all  night,  as  you  may  very  well 

think. 
But  hardly  ever  fet  my  eyes  together,  or  flept  a  wink. 

So 
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So  I  was  a-dream'd,    methcught,  that  we  went  and 

fearch'd  the  folks  round. 
And  in  a  corner  of  Mrs.  Dukes's*  box,  tyM  in  a  rag, 

the  money  was  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  f ,  and  he  fell   a- 

fwearing : 
Then  my  dame  Wadgar:|:  came ;  and  Hie,  you  know,  is 

thick  of  hearing. 
Damie,  faid  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  knew 

what  a  lofs  I  have  had  ? 
Nay,  faid  fhe,  my  Lord  Colway's§  folks  are  all  very  fad; 
For  my  Lord  Dromcdaryi!  comes  a  Tuefday  without 

fail. 
Pugh !  faid  I,  but  that  's  not  the  bufmefs  that  I  ai!. 
Says  Cary  **,  fays  he,  I  have  been  a  fervant  this  five  and 

twenty  years,  come  fpring. 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  fuch  a 

thing. 
Yes,  fays  the  fteward  ff ,  I  remember,  when  I  was  at 

my  Lady  Shrewfbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  juil  about' the  time  of 

goofeberries^ 

*  Wife  to  one  of  the  footmen, 

f  Earl  of  Berkeley's  valct. 

\  The  oU  Jcjf  houfekeeper. 

§  Gal  way. 

il  The   E.irl    of  Drogheda,  who,  with   the  Primate,   was  to 
fucceed  the  bwo'Earls. 

**  Clerk  of  the  kitchen.  ff  Ferrh 

Sq 
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So  I  went  to  the  party  fufpeiled,  and  I  found  her  full 

of  grief, 
(Now,  you  muft  knew,  of  all  things  in  the  world,  I  hate 

a  thief) . 
However,  I  am  refolv'd  to  bring   the  difcourfe  flily 

about: 
Mrs.  Dukes,  faid  I,  here  's  an  ugly  accident  has  hap- 

pen'd  out : 
'Tis  not  tliat  I  value  the  money  three  fkips  of  a  loufe* ; 
But  the  thing  I  ftand  upon  is  tiie  credit  of  the  houfe. 
'Tis  true,  feven  pounds,  four  fliillings,  and  fix  pence, 

m.akes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages : 
Eefides,  as  they  fay,  fervice  is  no  inheritance  in  thefe 

ages. 
Xovv,  Mrs.  Dukes,  you  know,  and  every  body  under- 

ftands. 
That  though  'tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can't  go 

without  hands. 
The  devil  take  me  1  faid  fhe  (bleffing  herfelf )  if  ever 

I  faw  't  1 
So  {he  roar'd  like  a  Bedlam,  as  though  I  had  call'd  her 

all  to  naught. 
So  you  know,  what  could  I  fay  to  her  any  more  ? 
I  e'en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wife  as  I  was  before. 
Well;  but  then  they  would  ha-ve  had  me  gone  to  the 

cunning  man  ! 
No,  faid  I,   'tis  the  fame  thing,  the  chaplain  will  be 

here  anon. 

*  An  ufual  faying  of  hers. 

So 
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So  the  chaplain*  came  in.     Now  the  fervants  fay  he  is 

my  fweetheart, 
Becaufe  he  's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  always  taks 

his  part. 
So,  as  the  de-oil  would  have  it,  before  I  was  aware,  out 

I  blundcr'd, 
Pr.rfon,  faid  I,  can  you  call  a  nati-vity,  when  a  body  h 

plunder'd  ? 
(Now,  you  mull  know,  he  hates  to  be  call'd  pnrfoiz  like 

the  de-uil.'J 
Truly,  fays  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  you  to  be 

more  civil; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  di'vine  fays,  d'  ye 

fee. 
You  are  no  text  for  my  handling ;  fo  take  that  from  me : 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjurer  before,  I  'd  have  you 

to  know. 
Lord!  faid  I,  don't  be  angry,  I  am  fure  I  never  though? 

you  fo ; 
You  know  I  honour  the  cloth;  I  defign  to  be  2. par/onh 

wife ; 
I  never  took  one  in  your  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  all  my 

Hfe. 
With  that  he  twilled  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope,  as 

who  ftiould  fay. 
Now  you  may  go  hang  yourfelf  for  me !  and  fo  went  away. 
Well:  I  thought  I  Ihould  have  fwooa'd.  Lord!  faid  I, 

what  Ihall  I  do  ? 
I  have  loll  my  money,  and  Ihall  lofe  my  true  hue  tog ! 

»  Dr.  Swift. 

Then 
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Then  my  Lord  call'd  me :    Harr)'  *,  faid  my  Lord, 

don't  cry; 
I  'II  give  you  fomething  towards  thy  lofs ;  and,  fays  my 

Lady,  fo  will  I. 
Oh !  but,  faid  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  chaplain  won't 

come  to  ? 
For  that,  he  faid,  (an't  pleafe  yom  Excellencies)  I  mull 

petition  you. 
The  premifTes  tenderly  confider'd,  I  deftre  your  Ex- 
cellencies proteftion. 
And  that  I  may  have  a  fhare  in  next  Sunday's  col- 

leflion ; 
And,  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  your  Excellencies 

letter. 
With  an  order  for  the  chaplain  aforefaid,  or,  inllead  of 

him,  a  better : 
And  then  your  ^oor  petitioner,  both  night  and  day, 
Or  the  chaplain  (for  'tis  his  trade  J,  as  in  .duty  bound, 

Ihall  ever  pray. 

A        BALLAD 

ON     THE     GAME     OF     TRAFFIC. 

Written  at  the  Caille  of  Dublin,  1699. 

MY  Lord  f ,  to  find  out  v/ho  muft  deal. 
Delivers  cards  about, 
But  the  firft  knave  does  feldom  fail 
To  find  the  Do6lor  out. 

•  A  cant  word  of  Lord  a^d  Lady  B.  to  Mrs.  Harris* 
t  The  Earl  of  Berke!c\. 

But 
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But  then  his  Honour  cry'd,  Gadzooks ! 

And  feem'd  to  knit  his  brow : 
For  on  a  knave  he  never  looks 

But  h'  thinks  upon  Jack  How*. 

My  Lady,  though  Ihe  is  no  player. 

Some  bungling  partner  takes. 
And,  wedg'd  in  corner  of  a  chair. 

Takes.  fnuiF,  and  holds  the  flakes. 

Dame  Floyd  f  looks  out  in  grave  rufpenfe 

For  pair-royals  and  fequents ; 
But,  wifely  cautious  of  her  pence. 

The  caftle  feldom  frequents. 

Quoth  Herries,  fairly  putting  cafes, 

I  'd  won  it  on  my  word. 
If  I  had  but  a  pair  of  aces, 

And  could  pick  up  a  third. 

Eut  Wefton  has  a  new-caft  gown 

On  Sundays  to  be  fine  in. 
And,  if  fhe  can  but  win  a  crown, 

'Twill  juft  new-dye  the  lining.  '  .- 

*'  X  With  thefe  is  Par/on  Swift,  ■■ 

"  Not  knowing  how  to  fpend  his  time, 

"  Does  make  a  wretched  fhift, 

*'  To  deafen  them  with  puns  and  rhyme." 

*  Paymafter  to  the  army. 

■f  See  the  verfes  on  this  lady,  p»  4a. 

X  Sec  the  ncte,  p.  32. 

A  BALLAD, 
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A       BALLAD, 

To  the  Tune  of  The  Cut-purse*. 

I. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  as  old  ilories  rehearfe, 
A  friar  would  needs  fhevv  his  talent  in  Latin; 
But  was  forely  put  to  't  in  the  midft  of  a  verfe, 
Becaufe  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  in : 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  fpace. 
And  fo  went  to  bed  in  a  defperate  cafe : 
When  behold  the  next  morning  a  wonderful  riddle ! 
He  found  it  was  fcrangely  fiU'd  up  in  the  middle. 

Cho.  Let  cenjuring  critics  then  think  'what  they  lifi 
on  't; 
Who  ixiould  not    <v:rite  'verjes  nvith  fuch    an 
ajjljiant  ? 

IL 

This  put  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement: 
For  he  wifely  conlider'd  it  muft  be  a  fprite ; 

That  he  came  through  the  key-hole,  or  in  at  the  cafement ; 
And  it  needs  muii  be  one  that  could  both  read  and 
write: 

*  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  finding  the  preceding  verfes  In  the 
author's  room  unfinifhed,  wrote  under  them  the  concluding  ftanza  j 
which  gave  occafion  to  this  ballad,  written  by  the  author  In  a  coun- 
terfeit hand,  as  if  a  third  perfon  had  done  it. 

Yet 
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Yet  he  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe. 
Or  whether  it  came  from  above  or  below : 
However,  'twas  ci'/il  in  angel  or  elf, 
For  he  ne'er  could  have  fiU'd  it  fo  well  of  himfelf. 
Chor.  Let  cen/uring,  &c. 
III. 
Even  fo  Mailer  Do6lor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad,  but  was  at  a  ftand : 
He  had  mix'd  little  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  pains ; 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  invlfible  hand. 
Then,  good  Doctor  Swift, 
Pay  thanks  for  the  gift ; 
For  you  freely  muft  own,  you  were  at  a  dead  lift : 
And,  though  fome  malicious  young  fpirit  did  do 't. 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foot. 
Chor.  Let  cen/nring,  &c. 

THE     DISCOVERY, 

WHEN  wife  Lord  Berkeley  firft  came  here  * 
Statefmen  and  mob  expeded  wonders. 
Nor  thought  to  find  fo  great  a  peer 

Ere  a  week  paft  committing  blunders. 
Till,  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate, 

W'hen  folks  came  thick  to  make  their  court. 
Out  flipt  a  myftery  of  ftate. 

To  give  the  town  and  country  fport. 

*  To  Ireland,  as  one  of  the  Lords  Jullices. 

Vol.  XLIL  D  Now 
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Now  enters  *  Bufli  with  new  ftate  airs. 

His  lordihip's  premier  minifter ; 
And  who  in  all  profound  affairs 

Is  held  as  needfull  as  his  f  clyiler. 
With  head  reclining  on  his  fhculder. 

He  deals  and  hears  myfterious  chat. 
While  every  ignorant  beholder 

Afks  of  his  neighbour.  Who  is  that  ? 
With  this  he  put  up  to  my  lord. 

The  courtiers  kept  their  diftance  due. 
He  twitch'd  his  lleeve,  and  ftole  a  word; 

Then  to  a  corner  both  withdrew. 
Imagine  now,  my  lord  and  Buih 

Whifpering  in  junto  moll  profound. 
Like  good  king  t  Phyz  and  good  king  Uih, 

Wliile  all  tlie  reft  Hood  gaping  round. 
At  length  a  fpark  not  too  well  bred. 

Of  forv^'ard  face  and  ear  acute, 
Advanc'd  on  tiptoe,  lean'd  his  head. 

To  over-hear  the  grand  difpute : 
To  learn  what  Northern  kings  defign. 

Or  from  Whitehall  fome  new  exprefs, 
Papifts  difarm'd,  or  fall  of  coin : 

For  fure  (thought  he)  it  can't  be  lefs. 

*  Buih,  by  fome   underhand  infinuatlon,   obtained  the  poft  of 
fecretaryj   which  had  been  promifed  to  Swift. 
-j-  Always  taken  before  my  lard  went  to  council. 
5   See  "  The  Rehearfal." 

My 
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Tviy  lord,  faid  Bufh,  a  friend  and  I, 

Difguis'd  in  two  old  thread-bare  coats. 
Ere  morning's  dawn,  ftole  out  to  fpy 

How  markets  went  for  hay  and  oats. 
With  that  he  draws  two  handfals  out. 

The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay ; 
Puts  this  to  's  excellency's  fnout. 

And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 
My  lord  feems  pleas'd,  but  itiU  direds 

By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates ; 
Then,  with  a  congee  circumflex, 

Bufn,  fmiling  round  on  all,  retreats. 
Our  liftener  Hood  a  while  confus'd. 

But,  gathering  fpirits,  wifely  ran  for  't, 
Enrag'd  to  fee  the  world  abus'd 

By  two  fuch  whifpering  kings  of  Brentford- 

THE         PROBLEM, 

*'  That  my  lord  Berkeley  stinkSj  when  he 

is  in  love,'* 

DID  ever  problem  thus  perplex. 
Or  more  employ,  the  female  fex? 
So  fvveet  a  palTion,  who  wc^ld  think, 
Jove  ever  form'd  to  make  a  illnk  ? 
The  ladies  vow  and  fwear,  they  '11  try 
Whether  it  be  a  truth  or  lye. 
Love's  fire,  it  feems,  hke  inward  heat. 
Works  in  my  lord  by  ftool  and  fweat. 
Which  brings  a  ftink  from  every  pore. 
And  from  behind  and  from  before ; 

D  2  Yet 
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Yet,  what  is  wonderful  to  tell  it. 

None  but  the  favourite  nymph  can  fmell  it. 

But  now,  to  folve  the  natural  caufe 

By  fober  pliilofophic  laws : 

Whether  all  pafiions,  when  in  ferment. 

Work  out  as  anger  does  in  vermin; 

So,  when  a  weazel  you  torment. 

You  find  his  pafTicn  by  his  fcent. 

We  read  of  kings,  vv^ho,  in  a  fright. 

Though  on  a  throne,  would  fall  to  fh — . 

Befide  all  this,  deep  fcholars  know. 

That  the  main  firing  of  Cupid's  bow 

Once  on  a  time  was  an  a —  gut ; 

Now  to  a  nobler  office  put. 

By  favour  or  defert  preferr'd 

From  giving  pafTage  to  a  t — ; 

But  fllll,  though  fix'd  among  the  flars. 

Does  fympathize  with  human  a — . 

Thus,  when  you  feel  an  hard-bound  breech. 

Conclude  love's  bovv-ftring  at  full  flretch. 

Till  the  kind  loofenefs  comes,  and  then 

Conclude  the  bow  relax' d  again. 

And  nov/,  the  ladies  all  are  bent 
To  try  the  great  experihient. 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart. 
Spread  all  their  charms  to  catch  a  f — ; 
Watching  the  fir  ft  unfavoury  wind. 
Some  ply  before,  and  fome  behind. 
My  lord,  on  fire  amidft  the  dames, 
F — ts  like  a  laurel  in  the  flames. 

The 
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The  fair  approach  the  fpeaking  part. 
To  try  the  back-way  to  his  heart : 
For,  as  when  we  a  gun  difcharge. 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  fo  large. 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  burft, 
Juft  at  the  breech  it  flafhes  firft; 
So  from  my  lord  his  paffion  broke. 
He  f — d  firft,  and  then  he  fpoke. 

The  ladies  vanifh  in  the  fmother. 
To  confer  notes  with  one  another; 
And  now  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  each-one  thought  the  happy  dame. 
Quoth  Neal,  whate'er  the  reft  may  think, 
I'm  fare  'twas  I,  that  fmelt  the  ftink. 
You  fmell  the  ftink  1  by  G — ,  you  lye. 
Quoth  Rofs,  for  I'll  be  fworn  'twas  I. 
Ladies,  quoth  Levens,  pray  forbear: 
Let  's  not  fall  out;  we  all  had  Ihare; 
And,  by  the  moft  I  can  difcover. 
My  lord  's  an  univerfal  lover. 

THE     DESCRIPTION 

O  F 

A      SALAMANDER.       1706. 
Pliny,  Nat.  Hift.  lib.  x.  c.  67.  lib.  xxLx.  c.  4. 

AS  MaftifF  Dogs  in  m.odern  phrafe  are 
Call'd  Pompey,  Scipio,  and  Csefar; 
As  Pyes  and  Daws  are  often  ftyl'd 
With  Chriuian  nicknames,  like  a  child; 

D3  As 

0        ^:X     Kj/     \J       9 
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As  we  fay  Monfieur  to  an  Ape, 

Without  offence  to  human  Ihape ; 

So  men  have  got,  from  bird  and  brute. 

Names  that  would  belt  their  natures  fuit. 

The  Lion,  Eagle,  Fox,  and  Boar, 

Were  Heroes  titles  heretofore, 

Beftow'd  as  hieroglyphics  fit 

To  ihew  their  valour,  ftrength,  or  wit : 

For  what  is  underllood  hy  fame y 

Befides  the  getting  of  a  name? 

But,  e'er  fmce  men  invented  guns, 

A  different  v/ay  their  fancy  runs : 

To  paint  a  Hero,  v/e  inquire 

For  fomething  that  will  conquery?";^. 

Would  you  defcribe  Turenne  or  Trump  ? 

Think  of  a  bucket  or  2i  pianp. 

Are  thefe  too  low  r — then  find  out  grander. 

Call  my  lord  Cutts  a  Salamander. 

'Tis  well; — but,  fmce  v/e  live  among 

Detractors  with  an  evil  tongue. 

Who  may  objeft  againfl  the  term, 

Pliny  fhall  prove  what  we  aftirm : 

Pliny  fnall  prove,  and  we  '11  apply. 

And  I  '11  bejudg'd  by  ftanders-by. 

Firfl:,  then,  our  author  has  defln'd 
This  reptile  of  the  Serpent  kind. 
With  gaudy  coat  and  fhining  train ; 
But  loathfome  fpots  his  body  llain : 
Out  from  fome  hole  obfcure  he  files. 
When  rains  defcend,  and  tempefls  rife. 


Till 
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Till  the  fun  clears  the  air;  and  then 
Crawls  back  neglefted  to  his  den. 

So,  when  the  war  has  rais'd  a  ftorm, 
I  Ve  feen  a  Snake  in  human  form. 
All  ftain'd  with  infamy  and  vice. 
Leap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice, 
Eurnifn,  and  make  a  gaudy  ihow. 
Become  a  general,  peer,  and  beau. 
Till  peace  has  made  the  fky  ferene; 
Then  flirink  into  its  hole  again. 
*'  All  this  we  grant — why  then  look  yonder: 
"  Sure  that  muft  be  a  Salamander!" 

Farther,  we  are  by  Pliny  told. 
This  Serpent  is  extremely  cold  ; 
So  cold,  that,  put  it  m  the  fire, 
'Twill  make  the  very  flames  expire : 
Befides,  it  fpues  a  filthy  froth 
(Whether  through  rage  or  lull,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purulent  and  white, 
V/liich,  liappenmg  on  the  ikin  to  light. 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound. 
Spreads  leprofy  and  baldnefs  round. 

So  have  I  feen  a  batter'd  beau, 
Ey  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  fnow, 
Whofe  breath  or  touch,  where-e'er  he  came, 
Elev/  out  Love's  torch,  or  chili'd  the  flame : 
And  fliould  fome  nymph,  who  ne'er  was  cruel. 
Like  Charlton  cheap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruel, 
Receive  the  filth  which  he  eje6ls. 
She  foon  would  find  the  fame  effedis 

D  4  Her 
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Her  tainted  carcafe  to  purfue. 

As  from  the  Salamander's  fpue; 

A  difmal  fhedding  of  her  locks. 

And,  if  no  leprofy,  a  pox. 

*'  Then  I  '11  appeal  to  each  by-ftander, 

"  If  this  be  not  a  Salamander  ?'' 

^/ 

TO       THE 

EARL      OF      PETERBOROW^ 

Who  commanded  the  British  forces  in  S  p  a  i  k  ► 

MORDANTO  fills  the  trump  of  fame. 
The  Chrillian  worlds  his  deeds  proclaim^. 
And  prints  are  cronded  with  his  name. 

In  journies  he  outrides  the  poll. 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  hoft. 
Talks  politicks,  and  gives  the  toail ; 

Knows  eveiy  prince  in  Europe's  face^ 
Flies  like  a  fquib  from  place  to  place. 
And  travels  not^  but  runs  a  race. 

From  Paris  gazette  a-la-main. 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  his  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  week  from  Spain. 

A  meffenger  com.es  all  a-reek> 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  feek ; 
He  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  dciy  the  poft-boy  winds  his  horn. 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  the  morn: 
Mordanto  's  landed  from  Leghorn. 

Mordanto 
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Mordanto  gallops  on  alone ; 
The  roads  are  with  her  followers  drown  ; 
This  breaks  a  girth,  and  that  a  bone. 

His  body  aflive  as  his  mind. 
Returning  found  in  limb  and  wind,. 
Except  fome  leather  loft  behind. 

A  fkeleton  in  outward  figure. 
His  meagre  corpfe,  though  full  of  vigour. 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger. 

So  wonderful  his  expedition. 
When  you  have  not  the  leaft  fufpicion. 
He  *s  with  you  like  an  apparition  : 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  liar;. 
In  fenates  bold,  and  fierce  in  war ; 
A  land  commander,  and  a  tar  : 

Heroic  aftions  early  bred  in. 
Ne'er  to  be  match'd  in  modern  reading,. 
But  by  his  name-fake  Charles  of  Sweden^ 

"""      O  N    T  H  E    U  N  I  O  N. 

THE  Queen  has  lately  loft  a  part 
Of  her  ENTIRELY-ENGLISH*  hcartj 
For  want  of  which,  by  way  of  botch. 
She  piec'd  it  up  again  with  scotch. 
Bleft  revolution !  which  creates 
Divided  hearts,  united  ftates  1 

*  The  motto  on  Queen  Anne's  coronation  medal. 

See 
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See  how  the  double  nation  lies; 

Like  a  rich  coat  with  flcirts  of  frize : 

As  if  a  man,  in  making  pofies. 

Should  bundle  thillles  up  with  rofes. 
I  Who  ever  yet  a  union  law 
")  Of  kingdoms  without  faith  or  law  ? 

Henceforward  let  no  ftatefman  dare 

A  kingdom  to  a  Ihip  compare ; 

Left  he  ftiould  call  our  commonweal 
I A  velTel  with  a  double  keel : 

Which,  juft  like  ours,  new  rigg'd  and  mann'd. 

And  got  about  a  league  from  land. 

By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  fide. 

The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide. 
^^  So  toffing  fadion  will  o'erwhelm 
}Our  crazy  double-bottom'd  realm. 

ON    MRS.     BIDDY     FLOYD: 
Or,  The  Receipt  to  form  a  Beauty*. 

WHEN  Cupid  did  his  grandfire  Jove  intreat 
To  form  fome  Beauty  by  a  new  receipt, 
Jove  fent,  and  found  far  in  a  country-fcene 
Truth,  innocence,  good-nature,  look  ferene : 
From  v^'hich  ingredients  firlt  the  dextrous  boy 
Pick'd  the  demure,  the  awkv/ard,  and  the  coy. 

*  An  elegant  Latin  verfion  of  this  little  poem  is  in  the  fixth 
Tolume  of  Diyden's  Mifcellanies. 

The 
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The  Graces  from  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breeding,  and  \vit,  and  air,  and  decent  pride : 
Thefe  Venus  cleans  from  every  fpurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  aifefted,  pert,  and  vain. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  his  bell  clay  employ'd; 
Then  call'd  the  happy  Ccmpofition  Floyd, 

APOLLO     OUTWITTED. 

To  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Finch,  afterwards  Counr-efs 
of  Win  CHELSEA,  under  her  name  of  A  r  d  e  l  1  a  . 

PHCEBUS,  now  fliortening  every  faade. 
Up  to  the  northern  tropic  came. 
And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  maid. 
Attending  on  a  royal  dame. 

The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays. 

Then  lighted  from  his  glittering  coach; 

But  fenc'd  his  head  with  his  own  bays. 
Before  he  duril  the  nymph  approach. 

Under  thofe  facred  leaves,  fecure 

From  common  lightning  of  the  fkies. 

He  fondly  thought  he  might  endure 
The  fiafhes  of  Ardelia's  eyes. 

The  nymph,  who  oft'  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  bright  god  whom  bards  invoke. 

Soon  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks. 

And  guefs'd  his  bufmefs  ere  he  fpoke. 

He, 
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He,  in  the  old  celeftial  cant, 

Confefs'd  his  flame,  and  fvvore  by  StyXj, 
"V^Tiate'er  fhe  would  defire,  to  grant — 

But  wife  Ardelia  knew  his  tricks. 

Ovid  had  warn'd  her,  to  beware 

Of  ftrolling  gods,  whofe  ufual  trade  is. 

Under  pretence  of  taking  air. 
To  pick  up  fublunary  ladies. 

Howe'er,  fiie  gave  no  flat  denial. 
As  having  malice  in  her  heart; 

And  v/as  refolv'd  upon  a  trial. 
To  cheat  the  god  in  his  own  art. 

Hear  my  requell,  the  \drgin  faid ; 

Let  which  I  pleafe  of  all  the  Nine 
Attend,  whene'er  I  want  their  aid. 

Obey  my  call,  and  only  mine. 

By  vow  obiig'd,  by  pafTion  led. 

The  god  could  not  refufe  her  prayer: 

He  wav'd  his  wreath  thrice  o'er  her  head. 
Thrice  mutter'd  fomething  to  the  air. 

And  now  he  thought  to  feize  his  due : 
But  fne  the  charm  already  tried. 

Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 
To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  fide. 

On  fight  of  this  celeltial  prude y 
Apollo  thought  it  vain  to  ftay ; 

Nor  in  her  prefence  durft  be  rude ; 
But  made  liis  leg,  and  went  away» 


He 
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He  hop'd  to  Rnd  fome  lacky  hour, 
When  on  their  Queen  the  Mufes  wait: 

But  Pallas  owns  Ardelia's  power; 
For  vows  divine  are  kept  by  Fate, 

Then,  fiill  of  rage,  Apollo  fpoke  : 

Deceitful  Nymph !  I  fee  thy  art; 
And,  though  I  can't  my  gift  revoke, 

I  Ml  difappoint  its  nobler  part. 

Let  ftubborn  pride  poffefs  thee  long. 

And  be  thou  negligent  of  fame ; 
Vv'ith  every  Mufe  to  grace  thy  fong, 

May'ft  thou  defpife  a  poet's  name  ! 

Of  modeft  poets  thou  be  firft; 

To  filent  fhades  repeat  thy  verfe. 
Till  Fame  and  Echo  almcft  burft. 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rehearfe. 

And  laft,  my  vengeance  to  complete, 

May'ft  thou  defcend  to  take  renown, 
Prevail'd  on  by  the  thing  you  hate, 

A  vVliig !  and  one  that  wears  a  gown-! 

VANBRUGH'S     HOUSE, 
Built  from  the  R u  i  n  s  of  Wh  i  t e  h  a  l  l,  i  706  *, 

IN  times  of  old,  when  time  was  young. 
And  poets  their  own  verfes  fung, 
A  verfe  would  draw  a  ftone  or  beam.. 
That  now  would  over-load  a  team ; 

*  See  the  note,  p.  52. 

Lead 
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Lead  them  a  dance  of  many  a  mile. 
Then  rear  them  to  a  goodly  pile. 
Each  number  had  its  different  power : 
Heroic  ftrains  could  build  a  tower ; 
Sonnets,  or  Elegies  to  Chloris, 
Pvlight  raife  a  houfe  about  tv,'0  llories ; 
A  Lyric  Ode  would  flate ;  a  Catch 
Would  tile ;  an  Epigram  would  thatch. 

But,  to  their  own  or  landlord's  coH, 
Ivlow  poets  feel  this  art  is  loir. 
Not  one  of  all  cur  tuneful  throng; 
Can  raife  a  lodging /cr  a  Jong: 
For  Jove  confider'd  well  the  cafe, 
Obferv'd  they  grew  a  numerous  race ; 
And,  Ihould  they  build  as  fail:  as  --write, 
'Twould  ruin  undertakers  quite. 
This  evil  therefore  to  prevent. 
He  wifely  chang'd  their  element  : 
On  earth  the  god  of  v/ealth  was  made 
Sole  patron  of  the  building  trade; 
Leaving  die  v/its  the  fpacious  air, 
AVith  licence  to  build  cajiks  there  : 
And,  'tis  conceiv'd,  their  old  pretence 
To  lodge  in  garrets  comes  from  thence. 

Premifing  thus,  in  modern  way. 
The  better  half  we  have  to  fay : 
Sing,  Mufe,  the  houfe  of  poet  Van 
In  higher  ftrains  than  we  began. 

Van  (for  'tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 
Is  both  a  herald  and  a  poet ; 


No 
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No  wonder  then  if  nicely  fkill'd 

In  both  capacities  to  build. 

As  herald,  he  can  in  a  day- 
Repair  a  houfe  gone  to  decay ; 

Or,  by  atchie^uementy  armsy  de^vice, 

Ere£l  a  new  one  in  a  trice; 

And,  as  a  poet,  he  has  ikill  .- 

To  build  in  {peculation  ftill. 

Great  Jove  !  he  cry'd,  the  art  reflore 

To  build  by  verfe  as  heretofore. 

And  make  my  Mufe  the  architeft ; 

What  palaces  fnall  we  ereft  ! 

No  longer  fliall  forfaken  Thames 

Lament  his  old  Whitehall  in  flames ; 

A  pile  (hall  from  its  alhes  rife. 

Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  ikies. 

Jove  fmil'd,  and,  like  a  gentle  god, 

Confenting  with  the  ufual  nod. 

Told  Van,  he  knew  his  talent  beft. 

And  left  the  choice  to  his  own  breaft. 

So  Van  refolv'd  to  write  a  farce; 
But,  vvell  perceiving  wit  was  fcarce. 
With  cunning  that  defe(5l  fupplies ; 
Takes  a  French  play  as  lawful  prize ; 
Steals  thence  his  plot  and  every  joke. 
Not  once  fufpeding  Jove  wovXdi /moke; 
And  (like  a  wag  fet  down  to  write) 
Would  whifper  to  himfelf,  a  bite-. 
Then,  from  this  motley,  mmgled  ftyle. 
Proceeded  to  ered  his  pile. 

So 
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So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did 

Build  Babel  with  their  tongues  confounded. 

Jove  faw  the  cheat,  but  thought  it  beft 

To  turn  the  matter  to  a  jell : 

Down  from  Olympus*  top  he  Aides, 

Laughing  as  if  he  'd  burii  his  fides : 

Ay,  thought  the  God,  are  thefe  your  tricks,? 

Why  then  old  plays  deferve  old  bricks ; 

And,  fmce  you  're  fparing  of  your  fiuff. 

Your  building  fhall  be  fmali  enough. 

He  fpake,  and,  grudging,  lent  his  aid ; 

Th'  experienc'd  bricks,  that  knew  their  trade, 

(As  being  bricks  at  fecond-hand) , 

Now  move,  and  now  in  order  Hand. 

The  building,  as  the^poet  writ, 
Rofe  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 
And  firft  the  Prologue  built  a  wail 
So  wide  as  to  encompafs  all. 
The  Scene  a  wood  produc'd,  no  more 
Than  a  few  fcrubby  trees  before. 
The  Plot  as  yet  lay  deep ;  and  fo 
A  cellar  next  was  dag  below : 
But  this  a  work  fo  hard  was  found. 
Two  A£ls  it  coll  him  under  ground  : 
Two  other  a£ls,  we  may  prefume. 
Were  fpent  in  building  each  a  room. 
Thus  far  advanc'd,  he  made  a  fhifc 
To  raife  a  roof  with  acl  the  fifth. 
The  Epilogue  beliind  did  frame 
A  place  not  decent  here  to  name. 

Now 
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Now  poets  from  all  quarters  ran 
To  fee  the  houfe  of  brother  Van ; 
I-ook'd  high  and  low,  walk'd  often  round; 
But  no  fuch  houfe  was  to  be  found. 
One  aiks  the  watermen  hard-by, 
*'  Where  may  the  poet's  palace  lie  ?'* 
Another  of  the  Thames  inquires. 
If  he  has  feen  its  gilded  fpires  ? 
At  length  they  in  the  rubbifh  fpy 
A  thing  refembling  a  goofe-pye. 
Thither  in  hafte  the  poets  throng. 
And  gaze  in  filent  wonder  long. 
Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 
To  praife  the  pile  and  builder  Van  : 

Thrice  happy  poet !  who  may'il  trail 
Thy  houfe  about  thee  like  a  fnail ; 
Or,  harnefs'd  to  a  nag,  at  eafe 
Take  journeys  in  it  like  a  chaife; 
Or  in  a  boat,  whene'er  thou  wilt, 
Canft  make  it  ferve  thee  for  a  tilt ! 
Capacious  houfe !  'tis  own'd  by  all 
Thou  'rt  well  contriv'd,  though  thou  art  fmall : 
For  every  wit  in  Britain's  ifle 
May  lodge  within  thy  fpacious  pile* 
Like  Bacchus  thou,  as  poets  feign. 
Thy  mother  burnt,  art  born  again. 
Born  like  a  phoenix  from  the  flame; 
But  neither  hulk  nor  Jh ape  the  fame: 
As  animals  of  largeft  fize 
Corrupt  to  maggots,  worms,  and  flies ; 

Vol.  XUl.  E  A  type 
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A  type  of  modern  wit  and  ftyle, 

^he  rubbijh  of  an  ancient  pile. 

So  chemifts  boaft  they  have  a  power 

From  the  dead  afhes  of  a  flower 

Some  faint  refemblance  to  produce. 

But  not  the  virtue,  tafte,  or  juice : 

So  modern  rhymers  wifely  blaft 

The  poetry  of  ages  paft; 

Which  after  they  have  overthrown. 

They  from  its  ruins  build  their  own. 

TWO    RIDDLES.     1707*. 
I.     On  a  Fan. 

FROM  India's  burning  clime  I  'm  brought. 
With  cooling  gales  like  Zephyrs  fraught. 
Not  Iris,  when  flie  paints  the  fky. 
Can  fhew  more  different  hue  than  I : 
Nor  can  ihe  change  her  form  fo  faft ; 
I  'm  now  a  fail,  and  now  a  maft : 
I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green; 
A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 
I  fometimes  live  in  houfe  of  hair. 
And  oft'  in  hand  of  lady  fair : 

*  Originally  communicated  by  Swift  to  OlJifworrfi,  who  pub- 
liflied  them  in  **  The  Mufes  Mercury,  1707."  Some  other 
amufements  of  the  fame  nature,  written  about  1724,  may  be  feen 
in  Vol.  XLIII.     N. 

I  pleafe 
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I  pleafe  the  yatmg,  I  grace  the  olci. 
And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  cold ; 
Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can. 
And  find  the  rhyme,  and  you  're  the  maa. 

ANSWER. 

YOUR  houfe  of  hair,  and  lady's  hand. 
At  firft  did  put  me  to  a  Hand. 
I  have  it  now — 'tis  plain  enough — 
Your  hairy  bufmefs  is  a  muj^] 
Your  engine  fraught  with  cooling  gales. 
At  once  fo  like  your  mafts  and  fails ; 
Your  thing  of  various  ihape  and  hue. 
Mull  be  fome  painted  toy^  I  knew: 
And  for  the  rhyme  to  you  *re  the  man^ 
What  fits  it  better  than  2.  fan? 

II.     On  a  Beau, 

I'M  wealthy  and  poor, 
I  'm  empty  and  full, 
I  'm  humble  and  proud^ 
I  'm  witty  and  dull. 

I  'm  foul,  and  yet  fair ; 

I  'm  old,  and  yet  young : 
I  He  with  Moll  K--r, 

And  toall  Mrs. . 

E  2  AN5WiiR> 
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ANSWER,   BY    MR.   F— R. 

IN  rigging  he  's  rich,  though  in  pocket  he  *s  poor ; 
He  cringes  to  courtiers,  and  cocks  to  the  cits  j 

Like  twenty  he  dreffes,  but  looks  like  threefcore; 
He 's  a  wit  to  the  fools,  and  a  fool  to  the  wits. 

Of  wifdom  he  's  empty,  but  full  of  conceit ; 

He  paints  and  perfumes,  while  he  rots  with  the  fcab; 
'Tis  a  Beau  you  may  fwear  by  his  fenfe  and  his  gait ; 

He  boafls  of  a  beauty,  and  lies'.with  a  drab. 

THE     HISTORY     OF 

VANBRUGH'S     HOUSE*. 

WHEN  mother  Clud  had  rofe  from  play. 
And  call'd  to  take  the  cards  away. 
Van  faw,  but  feem'd  not  to  regard. 
How  Mifs  pick'd  every  painted  card. 
And,  bufy  both  with  hand  and  eye. 
Soon  rear'd  a  houfe  two  flories  high. 
Van's  genius,  without  thought  or  ledure. 
Is  hugely  turn'd  to  architeSlure  : 
He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  fmil'd, 
Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child ; 
It  was  fo  perfeft  in  its  kind. 
He  kept  the  mo^el  in  his  mind. 

*  Dr.  Swift  'made  Sir  John  Vanbrugh  ample  amends  for  the 
pointed  raillery  of  this  and  the  poem  in  p.  48,  in  the  Preface  to 
hJ3  Mifcellanies,  1727.     N. 

Butf 
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But,  when  he  found  the  boys  at  play. 
And  faw  them  dabbling  in  their  clay. 
He  flood  behind  a  flail  to  lurk. 
And  mark  the  progrefs  of  their  work  5 
With  true  delight  obferv'd  them  all 
Raking  up  mud  to  build  a  wall. 
The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 
The  model  in  his  table-book ; 
Thought  himfelf  now  exadly  fklll'd. 
And  forefolv'd  a  houfe  to  build; 
A  real  houj'e,  with  rooms,  2XidiJiairs, 
Five  times  at  leafl  as  big  as  theirs ; 
Taller  than  MZ/j's  by  two  yards ; 
Not  a  fham  thing  of  clay  or  cards : 
And  fo  he  did ;  for,  in  a  while. 
He  built  up  fuch  a  monlb^ous  pile. 
That  no  two  chairmen  could  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground. 
Still  at  Whitehall  it  flands  in  view, 
Juft  in  the  place  where  firfl  it  grew; 
There  all  the  little  fchool-boys  run. 
Envying  to  fee  themfelves  out-done. 

From  fuch  deep  rudiments  as  thefe. 
Van  is  become  by  due  degrees 
For  building  fam'd,  and  juftly  reckon'd. 
At  court,  Vitruvius  \!h.z  fecond : 
No  wonder,  fmce  v/ife  authors  fhow 
That  beji  foundations  muft  be  Io^k)  : 
And  now  the  Duke  has  wifely  ta'en  him 
To  be  his  architect  at  Blenheim, 

E  3  But^ 
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But,  raillery  for  once  apart. 
If  this  rule  holds  in  every  art ; 
Or  if  his  Grace  were  no  more  fklU'd  in 
The  art  of  battering  walls  than  building,. 
We  might  expeft  to  fee  next  year 
A  mou/e-trap-m?j[\  chief  engineer ! 


BAUCIS    AND     PHILEMON. 

On  the  ever-lamented  Lofs  of  the  Two  YEw-TREEs- 
in  the  Pnrilh  of  Chilthorne,  Scmerfet.      1708. 

Imitated    from    the    Eighth    Book    of  O  v  i  d-. 

IN  ancient  times,. as  flory  tells. 
The  faints  would  often  leave  their  cells,. 
And  ftroll  about,  but  hide  their  quality. 
To  try  good  people's  hofpitaiity. 

It  happen'd  on  a  winter-night,  ^: 

As  authors  of  the  legend  write. 
Two  brother-hermits,  faints  by  trade,. 
Taking  their  tour  in  mafquerade, 
Difguis'd  in.  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  fmall  village  dovv'n  in  Kent ;  10 

Where,  ia  the  ftrollers'  canting  ftrain. 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain. 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win ; 
But  not  a  foul  would  let  them.  in. 

Our  wandering;  faints,  in  woful  fiate,  1 5 


Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate. 


Having 
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Having  through  all  the  village  paft. 

To  a  fmall  cottage  came  at  laft ! 

Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honeft  ye'man, 

Call'd  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon;  20 

Who  kindly  did  thefe  faints  invite 

In  his  poor  hut  to  pafs  the  night ; 

And  then  the  hofpitable  fn-e 

Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire ; 

While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took  25 

A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 

And  freely  from  the  fatteft  fide 

Cut  out  large  llices  to  be  fry'd ; 

Then  Ilepp'd  afide  to  fetch  them  drink, 

Fill'd  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink,  3& 

And  faw  it  fairly  twice  go  round ; 

Yet  (what  is  wonderful  1 )  they  found 

'Twas  ftill  replenilli'd  to  the  top. 

As  if  they  ne'er  had  touch'd  a  drop. 

The  good  old  couple  v/ere  amaz'd,  3  5 

And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd; 

For  both  were  frightcn'd  to  the  heart. 

And  juft  began  to  cry,—- What  ar't  I 

Then  foftly  turn'd  afide  to  view' 

Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue.  /{O 

The  gentle  pilgrims ,  foon  aware  on't. 

Told  them  their  calling,  and  their  errand : 

Good  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid. 

We  are  h^lfciints,  the  hermits  faid ; 

No  hurt  fhall  come  to  you  or  vours  :  45 

But  for  that  rack  of  churliih  boors, 

E  4  Not 
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Not  fit  to  live  on  Chriftian  ground. 

They  and  their  houfes  Ihall  be  drown'd; 

Whilft  you  ihall  fee  your  cottage  rife. 

And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes.  50 

They  fcarce  had  fpoke,  when  fair  and  fcft 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rcfe  every  beam  and  rafter; 
The  heavy  wall  climb'd  flowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  higher,  55 

Became  a  ileeple  with  a  fpire. 
The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoift. 

And  there  flood  faften'd  to  a  joift. 

But  with  the  upfide  down,  to  Ihow 

Its  inclination  for  below :  60 

In  vaini  for  a  fuperior  force, 

Apply'd  at  bottom,  flops  its  courfe : 

Doom'd  ever  in  fufpence  to  dwell, 

*Tis  now  no  kettle,  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almoft  65 

Loll:  by  difufe  the  art  to  roaft, 

A  fudden  alteration  feels, 

Increas'd  by  new  intelHne  wheels; 

And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more. 

The  number  made  the  motion  flower ;  70 

The  flier,  though  't  had  leaden  feet, 

Turn'd  round  fo  quick,  you  fcarce  could  fee  't; 

But,  flacken*d  by  fome  fecret  power. 

Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 

The  jack  and  chimney,  near  ally'd,  ^e 

Had  never  left  each  other's  fide ; 

The 
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The  chimney  to  a  fteeple  grown. 
The  jack  would  not  be  left  alone ; 
But,  up  againft  the  fteeple  rear'd. 
Became  a  clock,  and  ftlll  adher'd ;  Eo 

And  ftill  its  love  to  houfliold  cares,. 
•  By  a  fhrill  voice  at  noon,  declares. 
Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  burn 
That  roaft-meat  which  it  cannot  turn. 

The  groaning-chair  began  to  crawl,  S5 

Like  a  huge  fnail,-  along  the  wall ; 
There  ftuck  aloft  in  public  view. 
And,  with  fmall  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  fhow,  ^O 

To  a  lefs  noble  fubllance  chang'd. 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  rang'd» 

The  ballads,  palled  on  the  wall. 
Of  Joan  of  France,  and  Englifh  Moll, 

Fair  Rofamond,  and  Robin  Hood,  95 

The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 

Now  feem'd  to  look  abundance  better,    • 

Improv'd  in  pifture,  fize,  and  letter ; 

And,  high  in  order  plac'd,  defcribe 

The  heraldry  of  every  tribe  *.  1 00 

A  bedftead  of  the  antique  mode, 

Compa6l  of  timber  many  a  load. 

Such  as  our  anceftors  did  ufe. 

Was  metamorphos'd  into  pews ; 

*  The  tribes  of  Ifrael  are  fometimes  diflingulfhed  In  country 
churches  by  the  enfigns  given  to  them  by  Jacob* 

Which 
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Which  flill  their  ancient  nature  keep  105 

By  lodging  folks  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

The  cottage  by  (uqa  feats  as  thefe 
Grown  to  a  church  by  juH  degrees. 
The  hermits  then  defir'd  their  holl 
To  afk  for  what  he  fancy'd  moft.  1 1© 

Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while, 
Return'd  them  thanks  in  homely  flyle : 
Then  faid,  Ivly  houfe  is  grown  fo  finer 
Methinks  I  flUl  would  call  it  mine; 
I  'm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  eafe;  115^ 

Make  me  the  parfon,  if  you  pleafe. 

He  fpoke,  and  prefently  he  feels 
His  grazier's  coat  fall  down  his  heels : 
He  fees,  y  ^t  hardly  can  believe. 
About  each  arm  a  pudding-lleeve ;  1 20 

His  waiftcoat  to  a  caiTock  grew. 
And  both  aiTum'd  a  fable  hue; 
But,  being  old,  continued  juft 
As  thread-bare,  and  as  full  of  dull:. 
His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dues :  1 25 

He  fmok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  fermons  next, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text; 
At  chriilenings  well  could  a£l  his  part. 
And  had  the  fervice  all  by  heart;  1 30 

Wifh'd  wom.en  might  have  children  faft. 
And  thought  whofe  fow  had  farrow'd  laft; 
Againft  dijjentcrs  would  repine. 
And  flood  up  urm  for  right  di^^'inc\ 

Found 
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Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  fyflem:  135; 

But  claffic  authors, — he  ne'er  mifs'd  'em. 

Thus  having  furbilh'd  up  a  parfon. 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  farce  on. 
Inftead  of  home-fpun  coifs,  were  feen 
Good  pinners  edg'd  with  colberteen ;  I  ^o 

Her  petticoat,  transform'd  apace. 
Became  black  fattin  flounc'd  with  lace. 
Plain  Goody  would  no  longer  down ; 
'Twas  Madain,  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  furprize,  I^^ 

And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyesy 
Amaz'd  to  fee  her  look  fo  prim ; 
And  fhe  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  of  life 
Were  feveral  years  this  man  and  wife;  1 50 

When  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  laft, 
Difcourfing  o'er  old  llories  pail. 
They  went  by  chance,  amidft  their  talk. 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk ; 
When  Baucis  hailily  cry'd  out,  •  i^^ 

My  dear,  I  fee  your  forehead  fprout  \ 
Sprout!  quoth  the  man;  what's  this  you  tell  us^ 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous  1 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true ;, 
And  really  yours  is  budding  too—  1 60 

Nay, — now  I  cannot  ftir  my  foot  -y 
It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking  root. 

Defcription  v/ould  but  tire  my  Mufe ; 
In  Ihort,  they  both  were  turn'd  to  j^zw. 

Old 
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Old  Goodman  Dobfon  of  the  green  165. 

Remembers,  he  the  trees  has  feen; 
He  '11  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  night. 
And  goes  with  folks  to  Ihew  the  fight : 
On  Sundays,  after  evening-prayer. 
He  gathers  all  the  parifh  there;  I7Q 

Points  out  the  place  of  either  _>'^-xvj 
Here  Baucis,  there  Philemon,  grew : 
Till  once  a  panon  of  our  town. 
To  mend  his  bam,  cut  Baucis  down ; 
At  which  'tis  hard  to  be  belie v'd  1 75 

How  much  the  other  tree  was  griev'd. 
Grew  fcrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  ftunted; 
So  the  next  parfon  flubh'd  and  burnt  it. 


On  the  fuppofed  Death   of  Pa  rt  r  i  d  g  e,  the 
Almanack-Maker.     1708. 

WELL;  'tis  as  BickerftafF  has  guefs'd. 
Though  we  all  took  it  for  a  jell : 
Partridge  is  dead;  nay  more,  he  dy'd 
Ere  he  could  prove  the  good  'fquire  ly'd. 
Strange,  an  ailrologer  Ihould  die 
Without  one  wonder  in  the  flcy  I 
Not  one  of  all  his  crony  ilars 
To  pay  their  duty  at  his  hearfe  1 
No  meteor,  no  ecllpfe  appear'd  1 
No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard ! 

'The 
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The  fun  has  rofe,  and  gone  to  bed, 
Juft  as  if  Partridge  were  net  dead; 
Nor  hid  himfelf  behind  the  moon, 
To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries, 
Howe'er  cur  earthly  motion  varies ; 
And  twice  a  year  he  '11  cut  th'  equator^ 
As  if  there  had  been  no  fuch  matter. 

Some  wits  have  wonder'd  what  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  *  cobling  and  ajirology ; 
How  Partridge  made  his  optks  rife 
From  a  fooe-jole  to  reach  the  Ikies. 

A  lift  the  cobler's  temples  ties. 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes ; 
From  whence  'tis  plain,  the  diadem 
That  princes  wear,  derives  from  them : 
And  therefore  cronuns  are  now-a-days 
Adorn'd  ^rnxki  golden  Jiars  and  rays; 
Which  plainly  fliews  the  near  alliance 
*Twixt  cabling  and  the  planets  fcience, 

Befides,  that  flow-pac'd  fign  Bootes,  • 
As  'tis  mifcall'd,  we  know  not  who  'os: 
But  Partridge  ended  all  difputes; 
He  knew  his  trade,  and  call'd  it  f  hoots. 

The  horned  moouy  which  heretofore 
Upon  their  fhoes  the  Romans  wore, 
Whofe  widenefs  kept  their  toes  from  corns. 
And  whence  we  claim  our  Jhoeifig-horns, 

*  Partridge  was  a  ccbler.         f  See  his  almanack. 
**  Shews 
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Shews  how  the  art  of  cobling  bears 
A  near  refemblance  to  XA^jpheres. 

A  fcrap  (di parchment  hung  by  geometry 
(A  great  refinement  in  harometryj 
Can,  Hke  the  ftars,  foretel  the  weather ; 
And  what  is  parchnent  elfe  but  leather? 
Which  p.n  aftrologer  might  ufe 
Either  for  ahnan.icks  ov  J.boss. 

Thus  Partridge  by  his  wit  and  parts 
At  once  did  pra(5tife  both  thefe  arts : 
And  as  the  boding  owl  (or  rather 
The  bat,  becaufe  her  wings  are  leather) 
Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  night. 
And  flies  about  the  candle-Hght ; 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 
Creep  in  the  dark  from  leathern  cell. 
And  in  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  ftar. 

Befides,  he  could  confound  xht/pheres. 
And  fet  the  planets  by  the  ears ; 
To  fhew  his  {kill,  he  Mars  could  join 
To  Venus  in  aj'peSi  malign ; 
Then  call  in  Mercury  for  aid. 
And  cure  the  wounds  that  Venus  made. 
Great  fcholars  have  in  Lucian  read. 
When  Philip  king  of  Greece  was  dead. 
His  /;  /  and /^/>//  did  divide. 
And  each  part  took  a  different  fide : 
One  rofe  a  ftar ;  the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended  llioes  in  hell. 


ThtK 
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Thus  Partridge  ftill  (hines  in  each  art. 
The  coiling  2inAj}ar-gaz.ing  part; 
And  is  inllall'd  as  good  a  ftar 
As  any  of  the  Caefars  are. 

Triumphant  ftar !  fome  pity  fhow 
On  cobkrs  7nili1ant  below. 
Whom  roguifh  boys,  in  ftormy  nights. 
Torment  by  piffing  out  their  lights ; 
Or  through  a  chink  convey  their  fmoke, 
Inclos'd  artificers  to  choke. 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  fphere, 
May'fl:  follov/  ftill  thy  calling  there. 
To  thee  the  Bull  will  lend  his  hidcy 
By  Phoebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry'd; 
For  thee  they  Argo's  hulk  will  tax. 
And  fcrape  her  pitchy  fides  for  n.\jax  : 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends 
Her  braided  hair  to  make  the  en^fj : 
The  points  of  Sagittarius'  dart 
Turns  to  an  a^I  by  heavenly  art ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wife. 
Will  forge  for  thee  a  faring-knife. 
For  want  of  room  by  Virgo's  fide. 
She  '11  ftrain  a  point,  and  fet  aftride. 
To  take  thee  kindly  in  betiveen ; 
And  then  t\icjigns  will  be  thirteen. 

THE     EPITAPH. 

HERE,  five  feet  deep,  lies  on  his  back, 
A  cobUrj  fiarmonger,  and  quack  ; 

Who 
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Who  to  the  Jlars  in  pure  good-will 
Does  to  his  bell  look  upward  llill. 
Weep,  all  you  cuftomers  that  ufe 
His  pills y  his  almanacks,  ox  Jhoes : 
J^nd  you  that  did  your  fortunes  feek. 
Step  to  his  grave  but  once  a  week : 
This  earth  which  bears  his  body's  print. 
You  '11  find  has  fo  much  virtue  in  't. 
That  I  durft  pawn  my  ears  'twill  tell 
Whate'er  concerns  you  full  as  well, 
\n  phyjlck,  fiden-goods,  or  lonje. 
As  he  himfelf  could,  when  above. 

MERLIN'S     PROPHECY.     1709. 

SEVEN  and  ten  addyd  to  nine. 
Of  Fraunce  her  woe  this  is  the  fygne; 
Tamys  rivere  tv^ys  y-frozen, 
Walke  fans  wetyng  fhoes  ne  hozen. 
Then  comyth  foorthe,  ich  underftonde. 
From  towne  of  ftoffe  to  fattyn  londe. 
An  hardie  chiftan*,  woe  the  mome. 
To  Fraunce  that  evere  he  was  born. 
Then  (hall  the  fyihef  beweyle  his  bofle; 
Nor  fhall  grin  berryst  make  up  the  loffe. 
Yonge  Symnelell  fhall  again  mifcarrye ; 
And  Norv/ays  pryd§  again  fhall  marrey : 
And  from  the  tree  where  blofums  feele. 
Rife  fruit  fhall  come,  and  all  is  wele, 

*  D.  of  Marlborough,  f   The  Daupliin. 

X  D.  of  Berry.     H  The  young  Pretender.     §  Q^Anne, 

Reaums. 
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S.eaums  fnall  daunce  honde  in  honde*. 
And  it  fhall  be  merye  in  old  Inglonde ; 
Then  old  Inglonde  {hall  be  no  more, 
j\nd  no  man  fhall  be  forie  therefore. 
Geryonf  Ihall  have  three  hedes  agayne. 
Till  Hapiburgel  makyth  them  but  twayne, 

A    DESCRIPTION    OF 

THE      M   O   R   N   I   N   G.      1709, 

NOW  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  Ihevv'd  the  ruddy  morn's  approach, 
^ow  Betty  from  her  mailer's  bed  had  flown. 
And  foftly  ftole  to  difcompofe  her  own  ^ 
The  flipfhod  'prentice  from  his  mafter's  door 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  fprinkled  round  tlie  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whirl'd  her  mop  with  dextrous  airs, 
Prepar'd  to  fcrub  the  entry  and  the  flairs. 
The  youth  with  broomy  flumps  began  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  where  wheels  had  worn  the  place. 
The  fmall-coal-man  was  heard  with  cadence  deep. 
Till  drown'd  in  fliriller  notes  of  chimney-fwe'ep. 
Duns  at  his  Lordfliip's  gate  began  to  meet; 
And  brick-duft  Moll  had  fcream'd  through  half  the  flreet. 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  fees. 
Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  fiieal  for  fees : 
The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  filent  flands. 
And  fchool-boys  lag  with  fatchels  in  their  hands. 

*  By  the   Union,  f   A  King  of  Spain  fiain   .by  HerCules. 

X   The  Archduke  Charles  was  of  the  liapfourg  family. 

Vol.  XL II,  F  a     de- 
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A     DESCRIPTION     OF 
A      C    I    T    Y  -  S    H    O    W    E    R. 

In  Imitation  of  Virgil's  Georgics.   1 7 1  o. 

CAREFUL  obfervers  may  fortel  the  hour 
(By  fare  prognoftics)  when  to  dread  a  fhower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  penfive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolicks,  and  purfues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  you  '11  find  the  fmk 
Strike  your  offended  fenfe  with  double  llink. 
If  you  be  wife,  then  go  not  far  to  dine ; 
You  '11  fpend  in  coach-hire  more  than  fave  in  wine. 
A  coming  fhower  your  fhooting  corns  prefage. 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage. 
Sauntering  in  coffee-houfe  is  Dulman  feen ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  o^/pleen. 

Meanwhile  the  fouth,  rifmg  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  fable  cloud  athwart  the  welkin  flings. 
That  fA^ill'd  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain. 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Brilk  Sufan  whips  her  linen  from  the  rope. 
While  the  fir II  drizzling  Ihower  is  borne  aflope : 
Such  is  that  fprinkling  which  fome  carelefs  quean 
Flirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  fo  clean : 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods ;  then,  turning,  flop 
To  rail;  flie,  fmging,  flill  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  duft  had  fhunn'd  th'  unequal  ilrife. 
But,  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  flill  for  life  i- 

And, 


A     CITY-SHOWER.  67 

And,  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  guft, 

'Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  dull. 

Ah !  where  muft  needy  poet  feek  for  aid. 

When  dull  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade? 

Sole  coat !  v/here  duit  cemented  by  the  rain 

Erefts  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  fraln ! 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down. 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  fhops  in  crouds  the  daggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  templar  fpruce,  while  every  fpout  's  abroach. 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  yet  feems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  femHrefs  walks  with  hafty  ftrides. 
While  ftreams  run  down  her  oil'd  umbrella's  fides. 
Here  various  kinds.,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  fned. 
Triumphant  Tories  and  defponding  "Whigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  fave  their  wigs. 
Box'd  in  a  chair,  the  beau  impatient  fits. 
While  fpouts  run  clattering  o'er  the  roof  by  fits. 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
The  leather  founds ;  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  fteed. 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
■(Thofe  bully  Greeks,  who,  as  the  moderns  do, 
Iri;1ead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  through) 
I.aocoon  ftruck  the  outfide  with  his  fpear. 
And  each  imprifon'd  hero  quak'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  fwelling  kennels  flow. 
Arid  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go : 

F  2  Filth? 
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Filths  of  all  hues  and  odours  feem  to  tell 
What  (Ireet  they  fail' J  from  hy  their  light  and  fmelL 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  widi  rapid  force. 
From  Gmithneld  or  St.  'Pulchre's  fhape  their  courfe. 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  Snowhill  ridge. 
Fall  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Hoi  bourn  bridge. 
Sweepings    from  butchers'  ftalls,   dung,  guts,  and"^ 

blood, 
Drown'd   puppies,  flinking  fprats^  all  drench'd  m  . 

mud,  j 

Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumbling  down  j 

the  flood.  J 

On  the  Little  House  ey  the  Church-yard 
OF  Castlenock.     1710. 

W'  HOEVEPv  pleafeth  to  enquire 
Why  yonder  il:eeple  wants  a  fpire. 
The  grey  old  fellow  poet  *Jce 
The  pliilofopliic  caufe  will  fliow. 
Once  on  a  time  a  weHern  blail 
At  leaft  twelve  inches  cx-ercaft. 
Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all. 
Which  came  \^'ith  a  prodigious  fall ; 
And  turning  tcpfy-turvy  round. 
Light  with  its  bottom  on  the  ground ; 
For,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation. 
It  fell  into  its  proper  Ration. 


*  Mr.  Beaumont  of  Trim. 


This 
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This  is  the  little  ftrutting  pile. 
You  fee  juft  by  the  church-yard  llile; 
The  walls  in  tumbling  gave  a  knock ; 
And  thus  the  fteeple  got  a  fhock ; 
From  whence  the  neighbouring  farmer  calls 
The  fteeple,  Knock ;  the  vicar,  *  Walls. 

The  vicar  once  a  week  creeps  in. 
Sits  with  his  knees  up  to  his  chin ; 
Here  conns  his  notes,  and  takes  a  whet. 
Till  the  fmail  ragged  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  who  by  did  pafs, 
Obferv'd  the  roof  behind  the  grafs ; 
On  tiptoe  Hood,  and  rear'd  his  fnout. 
And  faw  the  parfon  creeping  out; 
Was  much  farpriz'd  to  fee  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  neil  fo  low. 

A  fchool-boy  ran  unto  't,  and  thought. 
The  crib  was  down,  the  blackbird  caught. 
A  third,  who  loft  his  v/ay  by  night. 
Was  forc'd  for  fafety  to  alight; 
And,  ftepping  o'er  the  fabric-roof, 
Kis  horfe  had  like  to  fpoil  his  hoof. 

V/arburton  f  took  it  in  his  noddle> 
This  building  was  deilgn'd  a  model 
Or  of  a  pigeon-houfe  or  oven. 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dove  in. 

Then  Mrs.  Johnfon|  gave  her  verdift. 
And  every  one  was  pleas'd  that  heard  it : 

*   Archdeacon  V/all,  a  correfpondent  of  SwiTi's. 
•j-  Dr.  Swift's  curate  at  Laracor.  \  Stella. 

F3  All 
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All  that  you  make  this  flir  about. 
Is  but  a  ftill  whicii  wants  a  fpout. 
The  reverend  Dr.  *  Raymond  guefs'd 
Mere  probably  than  all  the  reii; 
He  faidj  but  that  it  wanted  room. 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomb^ 

The  Dodlcr's  family  came  by. 
And  litde  mlfs  began  to  cry ; 
Give  me  that  houfa  in  my  own  hand  1 
Then  madam  bade  the  chariot  ftand, 
Call'd  to  the  clerk,  in  manner  mild. 
Pray,  reach  that  thing  here  to  the  child  ; 
That  thing,  I  mean,  among  the  kale  i 
And  here  's  to  buy  a  pot  of  ale. 

The  clerk  faid  to  her,  in  a  heat. 
What !  fell  my  maimer's  country  feat. 
Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town  I 
He  would  not  fell  it  for  a  crov/n. 
Pch !  fcliovv,  keep  not  fuch  a  pother ; 
In  half  an  hour  thou  'It  make  another. 

Says  f  Nancy,  I  can  make  for  mifs 
A  finer  houfe  ten  times  than  this ; 
.  The  Dean  will  give  me  v.-iUow- flicks^ 
And  Joe  my  apron-fuU  of  bricks. 

*  Pvflnifter  of  Trim. 
•j-  The  waiting-woman* 


THE 
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SID  HAMET  THE  MAGICIAN'S  ROD. 

1710. 

THE  rod  was  but  a  harmlefs  wand. 
While  Mofes  held  it  in  his  hand; 
But,  foon  as  e'er  he  laid  it  do^vriy 
'Twas  a  devouring  ferpent  grown. 

Our  great  magician,  Hamet  Sid, 
Pveverles  what  the  prophet  did : 
His  rod  was  honefi:  Engliih  wood. 
That  fenfelefs  in  a  corner  flood. 
Till,  metamorphos'd  by  his  grafp. 
It  grew  an  all-devouring  afp; 
Would  hifs,  and  fting,  and  roll,  and  twift. 
By  the  mere  virtue  of  his  fill ; 
But,  when  he  laid  it  don-vn,  as  quick 
Refum'd  the  figure  of  a  flick. 

So  to  her  midnight- feails  the  hag 
Rides  on  a  broomllick  for  a  nag. 
That,  rais'd  by  magick  of  her  breech. 
O'er  fea  and  land  conveys  the  witch; 
But  with  the  morning-dawn  refumes 
The  peaceful  ftate  of  common  brooms. 

They  tell  us  fomething  ilrange  and  odd 
About  a  certain  ?nagic  rod*, 

*  The  "Jirgula  dlvir.ay  faid  to  be  attra(5led  by  minerals. 

F  4  That, 
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That,  bending  down  its  top,  divines 
Whene'er  the  foil  has  golden  mines ; 
Where  there  are  none,  it  ftands  eredl. 
Scorning  to  fliew  the  leaft  refpeft. 
As  ready  was  the  -iva-nd  of  Sid 
To  bend  where  golden  mines  were  hid  ; 
In  Scottilh  hills  found  precious  ore*. 
Where  none  e'er  look'd  for  it  befcre; 
And  by  a  gentle  bo^uo  divin'd, 
Kow  well  a  cnlly'^s  purfe  was  lin'd ; 
To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rake 
Stood  without  motion,  like  a  fiake. 

The  rod  of  Hermes  was  renown'd 
For  charms  above  and  under  ground; 
To  fleep  could  mortal  eye-lids  fix. 
And  drive  departed  fouls  to  Styx. 
That  rod  v>?as  juit  a  type  of  Sid's, 
Wliich  o'er  a  Britiih  fenate's  lids 
Could  fcatter  opium  full  as  well. 
And  drive  as  mdLnj  fouls  to  helL 

Sid's  rod  was  flender,  white,  and  talL 
Which  oft'  he  us'd  to//?^  withal; 
A  plaice  was.faften'd  to  the  hook. 
And  many  fcore  o^ gudgeons  took: 
Yet  Hill  fo  happy  was  his  fate. 
He  caught  his ^/^,  and  fav'd  his  bait, 

Sid's  brethren  of  the  conjuring  tribe 
A  circle  with  their  red  defcribe^ 

♦  Suppofed  to  allude  to  the  L'nionr 


Which 
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Which  proves  a  magical  redoubt 
To  keep  mifchieijous  jpirits  out. 
Sid's  rod  was  of  a  larger  ftride. 
And  made  a  circle  thrice  as  wide, 
^\itrzfpirits  throng'd  with  hideous  din» 
And  he  ftood  there  ta  take  them  in  : 
But,  when  th'  inchanted  ro^  was  Sroh^ 
They  vanifli'd  in  a  {linking  fmoke. 

Achilles'  fceptre  was  of  v/ood. 
Like  Sid's,  but  nothing  near  fo  good  ; 
That  dovvTi  from  anceftors  divine 
Tranfmitted  to  the  hero''s  line^ 
Thence,  through  a  long  defcent  of  kings. 
Came  an  heir-loom,  as  Homer  fmgs.. 
Though  this  defcription  looks  fo  big,. 
ThsiL  fceptre  was  a  faplefs-  twig. 
Which,  from  the  fa,tal  day,  when  firll 
It  left  the  forefl  where  'twas  nurs'd. 
As  Homer  tells  us  o'er  and  o'er. 
Nor  leaf,  nor  fruit,  nor  blofTom,  bore* 
Sid's  fceptre,  full  of  juice,  did  fnoot 
In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruit  j 
And  he,  the  dragon  never  lleeping. 
Guarded  each  fair  Hefperian  pippin. 
No  hobby-horfey  with  gorgeous  top. 
The  deareft  in  Charles  Mather's  *  ihop^ 
Or  glittering  tinfel  of  May-fair, 
Could  with  this  rod  of  Sid  compare. 


An  eminent  toyman  in  Fleet-ftreet^ 


Dear 
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Dear  Sid,  then,  why  wert  thou  fo  mad 
To  break  thy  rod  like  naughty  lad  ! 
You  fhould  have  kifs'd  it  in  your  diftrefs. 
And  then  return'd  it  to  your  mijirefs ; 
Or  made  it  a  Newmarket  *  {witch. 
And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech. 
But  fmce  old, Sid  has  broken  this. 
His  next  may  be  a  red  in  pifs. 


ATLAS;  OR,  THE  MINISTER  OF  STATE. 

TO       THE 

LORD  TREASUPvER  OXFORD.     1710. 

TL  AS,  we  read  in  ancient  Tong, 
Was  fo  exceeding  tall  and  ftrong. 
He  bore  the  fkies  upon  his  back, 
Juft  as  a  pedlar  does  his  pack : 
But,  as  a  pedlar  cverprefs'd 
Unloads  upon  a  ftall  to  reil; 
Or,  when  he  can  no  longer  ftand, 
Defires  a  friend  to  lend  a  hand; 
So  Atlas,  left  the  ponderous  fpheres 
Should  fmk,  and  fall  about  his  ears. 
Got  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile. 
That  he  might  fit  and  reft  a  while, 

*   Lord   Go(Jt>lphIn    is    fatirized    by   Mr.    Pope    for    a  ftrong 
attachtncnt  to  the  turf.     See  his  Moral  Eflays, 

Yet 


ATLAS.  75 

Yet  Hercules  v/as  not  fo  ftrong. 
Nor  could  have  borne  it  half  fo  long. 

Great  ftatefmen  are  in  this  condition  5  ? 
And  Atlas  is  a  politician, 
A  premier  minifter  of  ftate ; 
Alcides  one  of  fecond  rate. 
Suppofe  then  Atlas  ne'er  fo  wife; 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kingdoms  lies 
Too  long  upon  his  fmgle  Ihoulders, 
Sink  down  he  mail,  or  find  upholders, 

A     TOWN     ECLOGUE.      1710, 

Scene,  The  Royal  Exchange. 

C  O  R  Y  D  0  N . 

Now  the  keen  rigour  of  the  winter  's  o'er. 
No  hail  defcends,  and  frofls  can  pinch  no  more  ; 
Whilft  other  girls  confefs  the  genial  fpring. 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  iing. 
Secure  from  cold  their  lovely  necks  difplay. 
And  throw  each  ufelefs  chafing-difh  away ; ' 
Why  fits  my  Phillis  difcontented  here. 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  revolving  year  ? 
Why  on  that  brow  dwell  forrow  and  difmay. 
Where  Loves  were  wont  to  fport,  and  Smiles  to  play? 

Phillis.  Ah,  Corydon  1  furvey  the  'Change  around. 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  like  me  is  found : 
Alas  !  the  day,  when  I,  poor  heedlefs  maid,  a 

Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's-Inn  betray'd ;  S 

Then  how  you  fwore,  how  many  vows  you  made !      J 

Ye 
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Ye  liftening  Zephyrs,  that  o'erheard  his  love. 
Waft  the  foft  accents  to  the  gods  above. 
Alas!  the  day;  for  (oh,  eternal  ihame!) 
I  fold  you  handkercliiefs,  and  loil  my  fame. 

Cor.  When  I  forget  the  favour  you  beftowM, 
Red  herrings  fhall  be  fpawn'd  in  Tyburn  Road, 
Fleet-frreet  transformed  become  a  llov/ery  green. 
And  mafs  be  fung  where  operas  are  feen  ; 
The  wealthy  cit,  and  the  St.  James's  beau. 
Shall  change  their  quarters,  and  their  joys  forego; 
Stock-jobbing  this  to  Jonathan's  ftiall  come. 
At  the  Groom  Porter's  that  play  off  his  plum. 

Phil.  But  what  to  me  does  all  that  love  avail, 
If,  while  I  doze  at  home 
Each  night  v/ith  wine  and  wenches  you  reg? 
My  live-long  hours  in  anxious  cares  are  pail. 
And  raging  hunger  lays  my  beauty  wafte. 
On  templars  fpruce  in  vain  I  glances  throw. 
And  with  fhrill  voice  invite  them  as  they  go. 
Expos'd  in  vain  my  gloily  ribbands  {hine. 
And  unregarded  wave  upon  the  twine. 
The  week  flies  round;  and,  when  my  profit 's  known, 
I  hardly  clear  enough  to  change  a  crown. 

Cor.  Hard  fate  of  virtue,  thus  to  be  dillreil. 
Thou  faireft  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  beft  1 
As  fruitmen's  ftalls  the  fummer-market  grace, 
A.nd  ruddy  peaches  them;  as  frU  in  place 
Plum-cake  is  feen  o'er  fmaiier  paftry  ware. 
And  ice  on  that ;  fo  Phlllis  does  appear 
In  play-houfe  and  in  park,  above  the  refl 
Of  belles  mechanic,  elegantly  drefl.  Phil, 


e  does  all  that  love  avail,      f 
o'er  porter's  ale,  ?■ 

1  wenches  you  resale  ?  J 
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Phil.  And  yet  Crepundia,  that  conceited  fair, 
Amidil  her  toys,  affecls  a  faucy  air. 
And  views  me  hourly  with  a  (cornml  eye. 

Cor.  She  might  as  well  with  bright  Cleora  vie. 

Phil.  With  this  large  petticoat  I  firive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  pail,  and  coming  pain : 
'Tis  now  no  fecret ;  fhe,  and  fifty  more, 
Obferve  the  lymptoms  I  had  once  before : 
A  fecond  babe  at  Vv'apping  muli  be  plac'd. 
When  I  fcarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  lafr. 

Cor.  What  I  could  raife  I  fent;  a  pound  of  plums. 
Five  IhiUings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums; 
To-morrcw  I  intend  him  fomething  more. 

Phil.  I  fent  a  frock  and  pair  of  Ihoes  before. 

Cor.  However,  you  fhall  home  with  me  to-night. 
Forget  your  cares,  and  revel  in  delight. 
I  have  in  ftore  a  pint  or  two  of  wine. 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  cliine. 

And  now  on  either  fide,  and  all  around. 
The  weighty  iliop-boards  fall  and  bars  refound; 
Each  ready  femftrefs  flips  her  pattins  on, 
Ajid  ties  her  hood,  preparing  to  be  gone. 

EPITAPH, 

Infcrlbed  on  a  Marble  Tablet,  in  Berkeley  Church, 

H.  S.  £. 

Carolns  Comes  de  Berkeley,  Vicecomes  Durfley, 

Baro  Berkeley,  de  Berkeley  Caft.  Mowbray,  Segrave, 

Ec  Bruce,  e  Nobiliflimoordine  Balnei  Eques, 

Vlr  ad  genus  quod  fpedat  &  Proavos  ufquequaqus  Nobills, 

Et 
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Et  longo,  (i  quis  alius  Prccerum  ftemmate  eclitu3  5 

Munlis  etiam  tam  iiluftri  ftirpi  dignis  infignitus. 

Siquidem  a  Gulielmo  111°  ad  ordlnes  fcEderati  Belgii 

Ablegatus  &  Plenipotentiarius  Extraordinarius 

Rebus,  non  Brkannise  tantum,  fed  totius  fere  Europa 

(Tunc  temporis  rraefertirn  arduis)  per  annos  V.  incubuit* 

Quam  felici  dil-gentia,  fide  quam  intemerata, 

Ex  l!Io  diicas,  Leftor,  quod,  fuperftite  Patre, 

In  Magnntum  ordinem  adfcifci  meruerit. 

Fuic  a  fanftioribus  cnufiliis  &  Regi  Guliel.  &  Annie  Regina;, 

E  Proregibus  Hiberniae  fecuacius, 

ComJtatuumClvit-itumqueGloceft.&Bnft.DominusLocumtenens, 

Surriae  &  Gioceft.  Cuftos  Rot.  UrbisGloceft.  magnus 

Senefcallus,  Arcis  fandi  de  B:ia\ell  Caftellanus, 

Guardianus  Foreftas  de  Dean. 

Dcniq'iC  ad  Turcarum  primum,  deinde  ad  Roman.  Imperatorcm, 

Cum  Legatus  Extraordinarius  defignatus  eflet. 

Quo  minus  has  etiam  ornaret  provincias 

Obftitit  adverfa  corporis  valetudo. 

Sed  reftat  adhuc,  prae  quo  fordefcunt  caetera, 

Konos  verus,  ftabilis,  et  vel  morti  cedere  nefcius. 

Quod  veritatem  Evangellcam  ferio  amplexusj 

Erga  Deum  pi  us,  erga  pauperes  munificus, 

A.dversus  omnes  aequus  &  benevolus, 

In  Chrifto  jam  placide  obdormit 

cum  eodem  olim  regnaturus  una, 

NatusVlIlo  April.  MDCXLIX.  denatus 

XXiVo  Septem.  MDCCX.  zetat.  fusLXII. 

THE     FABLE     OF     MIDAS.      171 1. 

MIDAS,  we  are  in  ftory  told, 
Turn'd  every  thing  he  touch'd  to  gold  : 
He  chip*d  his  beard y  the  pieces  round 
Glitter'd  like  ipangles  on  the  ground :  A 
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A  codling,  ere  it  went  his  lip  in. 
Would  ftrait  become  a  goUen  pippin : 
He  call'd  for  drink ;  you  faw  him  fup 
Pet  able  gold  in  goUen  cup  : 
His  empty  paunch  that  he  might  fill. 
He  fuck'd  his  viftuals  through  a  quill : 
Untouch'd  it  pafs'd  between  his  grinders. 
Or  't  had  been  hanpy  for  gold-finders : 
He  cock'd  his  hat,  you  would  have  faid 
Mambrino's  helm  adorn'd  his  head : 
Whene'er  he  chanc'd  his  hands  to  lay 
On  magazines  of  corn  or  hayy 
Gold  ready  coin'd  appear'd,  inftead 
0{  -^-zSxxy  pro'vender  and  bread'. 
Hence  by  wife  farmers  we  are  told. 
Old  hay  is  equal  to  old  gold ; 
And  hence  a  critic  deep  maintains. 
We  ieam'd  to  weigh  our  gold  by  grains* 

This/tc/  had  got  a  lucky  hit; 
And  people  fancy'd  he  had  wit. 
Two  gods  their  ikill  in  mufick  try'd. 
And  both  chofe  Midas  to  decide : 
He  againil  Phoebus'  h:irp  decreed. 
And  gave  it  for  Pan's  oaten  reed : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  {hew  his  grudge, 
Clapt  aJTes*  ears  upon  the  judge; 
A  goodly  pair  ereft  and  wide. 
Which  he  could  neither  gild  nor  hide. 
And  now  the  virtue  of  his  hands 
Was  loll  among  Padclus'  fands, 

Againil 
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Againft  whofe  torrent  while  he  fwims. 
The  goUsn  fcurf  peels  ofF  his  limbs : 
Fame  fpreads  the  news,  and  people  travel 
From  far  to  gather  ^o/^f//  gravel; 
Midas,  expoo'd  to  all  their  jeers. 
Had  loft  his  arty  and  kept  his  ears. 

THIS  tale  inclines  the  gentle  reader 
To  think  upon  a  certain  leader-. 
To  whom,  from  Midas  down,  defcends 
That  virtue  in  the  fingers'  ends. 
V/hat  elfe  by  perquijttes  are  m.eant. 
By  penJioHS)  bribes ,  and  three  per  -cent, 
^y  places  and  commij/ions  fold. 
And  turning  dung  itfelf  to  gcLl? 
By  ftarving  in  the  midft  of  ftore. 
As  t'other  Midas  did  before  ? 

None  e'er  did  modern  Midas  chufe. 
Subject  or  patron  of  his  Mafe, 
Bat  found  him  thus  their  merit  fcan. 
That  Phoebus  mull  give  place  to  Pan: 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praife, 
Nor  will  exchange  his  plu?nbs  for  bays. 
To  Pan  alone  rich  mifers  call; 
And  there  *s  the  jeft,  for  Pan  is  all. 
Here  Englifh  wits  will  be  to  feek, 
Ho'.ve'er,  Uis  all  one  in  the  Greek. 

Eefides,  it  plainly  now  appears 
Our  Midas  too  hath  a/fes^  ears ; 
Where  every  fool  his  mouth  applies. 
And  whifpers  in  a  thoufand  lies : 
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Such  grofs  delufions  could  not  pafs 
Through  any  ears  but  of  an  ajs. 

But  gold  defiles  with  frequent  touch ; 
There  *3  nothing  fouls  the  hand  fo  much  *« 
And  fcholars  give  it  for  the  caufe 
Of  Britifn  Midas'  dirty  pav/s ; 
Which  while  \}!\zfcnate  ftrove  to  fcour. 
They  wafli'd  away  the  c hemic  power. 

While  he  his  utmoil  ftrength  apply'd. 
To  fwim  againft  this  popular  tidey 
The  golden  fpcils  flew  ©ff  apace ; 
Here  fell  z.  pen/ton,  there  2. place'. 
The  tcrrent  mercilefs  imbibes 
CommiJJlons^  perquijttesy  and  bribes j 
By  their  own  weight  funk  to  the  bottom ; 
Iduch  good  may  do  them  that  have  caught  ^em! 
And  Midas  now  neglected  ftands. 
With  ajjei^  ears,  and  dirty  hands, 

AN  EXCELLENT  NEW   SONG.     1711. 

BEING    THE   INTENDED  SPEECH    OF 

A  FAMOUS  ORATOR  AGAINST  PEACE*. 

y\   N  Orator  dijmal  of  NQttinghamJhire, 
-Tjl  Who  has  forty  years  let  out  his  confcience  to  hire. 
Out  of  zeal  for  his  country,  and  -.Kiant  of  a  place , 
Is  come  up,  1;/  ^  ar7nisy  to  break  the  ^eens  peace. 

•  The  Lord  Treafurer  having  hinted  a  wlfh  one  evening  that 
a  ballad  might  be  made  on  the  Earl  of  Nottingham,  this  fong  was 
written  and  printed  the  next  morning. 

Vol.  XLIL  G  He 
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He  has  vamp'd  an  old  fpeech ;  and  the  court,  to  their 

forrow. 
Shall  hear  him  harangue  againft  Prior  to-morrow. 
When  once  he  begins,  he  never  \^-ill  flinch. 
But  repeats  the  fame  note  a  whole  day,  like  a  Finch. 
I  have  heard  all  the  fpeech  repeated  by  Hoppy, 
And,  "  Miftakes  to  prevent,  I  've  obtained  a  copy.'* 

THE        SPEECH. 

WHEREAS,  nofwithjianding,  I  am  in  great  pain> 
To  hear  we  are  making  a  peace  without  Spain ; 
But,  mcj}  noble  Senators,  'tis  a  great  Ihame, 
There  fhould  be  a  peace,  while  I  'm  Not- in-game. 
The  Duke  Ihew'd  me  all  his  fine  houfe ;  and  the  Duchefs 
From  her  clofet  brought  out  a  full  purfe  in  her  clutches. 
I  talk'd  of  a  peace,  and  they  both  gave  a  Hart ; 
His  grace  fwore  by  G — d,  and  her  grace  let  a  f— t : 
My  long  old-fajhion  d  pocket  was  prefently  cramm'd; 
And  fooner  than  vote  for  a  peace  I  '11  be  damn'd. 

But  fome  will  cry  Turn-coat,  and  rip  up  old  (lories. 
How  I  always  pretended  to  be  for  the  Tories. 
I  anfwer;  the  Tories  were  in  my  good  graces. 
Till  all  my  relations  were  put  into  places  : 
But  ftiU  I  'm  in  principle  ever  the  fame. 
And  will  quits  my  beft  friends,  while  I  'm  Not-in-game. 

When  I  and  fome  others  fubfcribed  our  names 
To  a  plot  for  expelling  my  mailer  King  James ; 
I  withdrew  my  fubfcription  by  help  of  a  bloty 
And  fo  might  difcover  or  gain  by  the  plot : 
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I  had  my  advantage,  and  flood  at  defiance. 
For  Daniel  was  got  from  the  den  of  the  lions : 
I  came  in  without  danger,  and  was  I  to  blame  ? 
For,  rather  than  hang^  I  would  be  Not-in-game. 

I  fwore  to  the  Queen,  that  the  Prince  of  Hanover 
During  her  facred  life  would  never  come  over : 
I  made  ufe  of  a  trope ;  that  *'  an  heir  to  invite, 
*'  Was  like  keeping  her  monument  always  in  fight.  '* 
JBut,  when  I  thought  proper,  I  alter'd  my  note;  \ 
And  in  her  own  hearing  I  boldly  did  vote. 
That  her  Majefty  flood  in  great  need  of  a  Tutor, 
And  mufl  have  an  old  or  z. young  Coadjutor: 
For  why;  I  would  fain  have  put  all  in  a  flame, 
Becaufe,  for  fome  reafons,  I  was  Not-in-game. 

Nov/  my  new  benefaSors  have  brought  me  about. 
And  I  '11  vote  againU  Peace,  njAth  Spain,  or  •■vjithout. 
Though   the  Court  gives  my  nephe^ojs,  and  brothers, 

and  coujinsy 
And  all  my  whole  family,  places  by  dozens ; 
Yet,  fmce  I  knov/  where  Z-fuU-purje  may  be  found. 
And  hardly  pay  eighteen-pence  tax  in  the  pound ; 
Since  the  Tories  have  thus  difappointed  my  hopes,  / 
And  will  neither  regard  m^  figures  nor  tropes  \ 
I  'W/peech  againft  peace  while  Difmal  's  my  name. 
And  be  a  true  Whig,  while  I  am  Not-in-game. 


Gz  THE 
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THE  WINDSOR  PROPHECY*.     171 1. 

WHEN  a  holy  black  Sn^:e^e,  the  fon  ofBob\, 
With  2.faintX  at  his  chin,  and  TifealX  at  his  fob, 
Shall  not  fee  one  §NevV-year's-day  in  that  year. 
Then  let  old  England  make  good  chear  : 
Wind/orW  and  BriJio-iv\\  then  fhall  be 
Join'd  together  in  the  Louu-countrec\\. 
Then  fhall  the  tall  black  Daventry  Bird** 
Speak  againft  peace  right  many  a  word ; 
And  fome  ihall  admire  his  conying  wit, 
for  many  good  groats  his  tongue  fhall  flit. 
But,  fpight  of  the  Harpy  that  craavls  on  all  four. 
There  fhall  be  peace,  pardie,  and  war  no  more. 

*  It  is  faid  that  Queen  Anne  had  nominated  Dr.  Swift  to  an 
En^lifli  bifhoprick;  which  was  oppofed  by  Dr.  Sharp,  archbifhop 
of  York,  and  the  duchefs  of  Somerfet,  who  had  prevailed  on  his 
grace  to  go  with  her  to  the  queen  to  Jay  afide  the  nomination, 
■which  her  Majefty  refufed;  but,  the  duchefs  falling  on  her 
knees,  and  (hewing  the  above  prophecy  to  her  Majefty,  the 
bifhoprick  was  given  to  another.     See  p.  ico. 

•f-  Dr.  John  Robinfon,  bifhop  of  Brill)!,  one  of  the  plenipo- 
tentiaries at  Utrecht. 

J. He  was  dean  of  Windfor,  and  lord  privy-feal. 

^  The  New  Style  (which  was  not  ufed  in  Great-Britain  and 
Ireland  till  1752)  was  then  obferved  in  mnft  parts  of  Europe. 
The  bi{hop  fet  out  from  England  the  latter  end  of  December, 
O.S.;  and,  on  his  arrival  at  Utrecht,  by  the  variation  of  the 
ftyle,  he  found  January  fome  what  advanced. 

II  Alluding  to  the  deanery  and  biihoprick  being  roflTefTed  by 
the  fame  perfon,  then  at  Utrecht. 

**  Earl  of  Nettingham. 

But 
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Eat  England  muft  cry  alack  and  wdl-a-day, 

lfi\\tj}ick  be  taken  from  the  dead fea. 

And,  dear  Englondy  if  aught  I  underftond. 

Beware  of  Carrots*  from  Northumberland , 

Carrots  fo\vn  Thynne\  a  deep  root  may  get. 

If  fo  be  they  are  in  Somerfet  : 

Their  XConyngs  mnrk  thou;  for  I  have  been  told. 

They  c.jfajftne  when  young,  and  poifon  when  old. 

P.oct  out  thefe  C arret Sy  O  thou§,  whofe  name 

Is  backwards  and  forwards  always  the  fame; 

And  keep  cloie  to  thee  always  that  name. 

Which  backwards  and  forwards||  is  almolt  the  fame. 

And,  Englondy  wouldll  thou  be  happy  fHll, 

Bury  thofe  Carrots  under  a  Hill**, 

EPIGRAM  EXTEMPORE,  BY  DR.  SWIFTfl, ' 

ON  Britain  Europe's  fafety  lies ; 
Britain  is  loft  if  Harley  dies: 
Harley  depends  upon  your  Ikill ; 
Think  what  you  fave-,  or  what  you  kilL 

♦  The  duchefs  of  Somerfet, 

•j-  Thomas  Thynne,  of  Longleate,  efq;  a  gentlenfan  of  very 
great  eftate,  marrieJ  the  above  lady  after  the  death  of  her  firft 
hufband,  Henry  Cavendifh  earl  of  Ogle,  only  fon  to  Henry  duke 
cf  Newcaftle,  to  whom  fhe  had  been  betrothed  in  her  infancy^ 

X  Count  Koningfmark. 

^  Anna. 

II   Mash  AM. 

**  Lady  Mafham's  maiden  name  was  HMI. 

t4-  Infcrlbed  to  the  phyfician  who  attended  Mr.  Harley  whllft 
he  lay  wounded.     See  Journal  to  Stella,  Ftb.  19,  i  7  1 1-12-  N. 

G  3  EPIGRAM. 
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EPIGRAM.         171Z. 

AS  Thomas  was  cudgel'd  one  day  by  his  wife. 
He  took  to  the  ftreet^  and  Hed  for  his  life : 
Tom's  three  deareft  friends  came  by  in  the  fquabble. 
And  fav'd  him  at  once  from  the  fhrew  and  the  rabble ; 
Then  vcntur'd  to  give  him  fome  fober  advice — 
But  Tom  is  a  perfon  of  honour  fo  nice. 
Too  wife  to  take  counfel,  too  proud  to  take  warning. 
That  he  fcnt  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning : 
1  nree  duels  he  fought,  thrice  vonur'd  his  life  ; 
"'cnt  home,  and  was  cudgel'd  again  by  his  wife. 


C     O     R     I     N     '        V 

THIS  day  (the  year  I  U^r^  not  tcil) 
Apollo  play'd  the  midwife's  part ; 
Into  the  world  Corinna  fell. 

And  he  endow'd  her  with  hii  an. 

But  Cupid  v/ith  a  S^.tyr  comes : 

Both  foftly  to  the  cradle  creep ; 
Both  ftroke  her  hands,  and  rub  her  gums. 

While  the  poor  cliild  lay  faflalleep. 

Then  Cupid  thus :  This  little  maid. 
Of  Love  iliall  always  fpeak  and  write. 

And  I  pronounce  (the  Satyr  faid) 
The  world  Ihall  feel  her  fcratch  and  bite. 

Kcr 
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Her  talent  fhe  difplay'd  betimes ; 

For  in  twice  twelve  revolving  moons. 
She  feem'd  to  laugh  and  fquall  in  rhymes. 

And  all  her  geflures  were  lampoons. 
At  fix  years  old  the  fubtle  jade 

Stole  to  the  pantry-door,  and  found 
The  butler  with  my  lady's  maid : 

And  you  may  fwear  the  tale  went  round. 
She  made  a  fong,  how  little  mifs 

Was  kifs'd  and  flobber'd  by  a  lad : 
And  how,  when  mafter  went  to  p — , 

Mifs  came,  and  pcep'd  at  all  he  had. 
At  twelve  a  wit  and  a  coquette ; 

Marries  for  love,  half  whore,  half  wife; 
Cuckolds,  elopes,  and  runs  in  debt; 

Turns  authored,  and  is  Curll's  for  life. 


TOLAND'S    INVITATION   to   DISMAL, 
To  dine  v/ith  the  Calves-head  Club*. 

Imitated  from  Ho r  a  c  e  ,  lib.  I,  epill.  5 . 

IF,  dearefl  Difmal,  you  for  once  can  dine 
Upon  a  fmgle  dilh,  and  tavern-wine, 
Toland  to  you  this  invitation  fends. 
To  eat  the  calves-head  with  your  trufty  friends. 

•  This  poem,  and  that  which  follows  it,  are  t.vo  of  the  fetrny 
■:rz  mentioned  in  Swift's  Journal  to  Stella,  Aug.  7,  17  12. 
iiey  are  here    printed  from  folio  copies   in    the  Lan-.beth  Li-^ 

brary,      N. 

G  4  Sufpcnd 
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Sufpend  awhile  your  vain  ambitious  hopes. 
Leave  hunting  after  bribes,  forget  yourtropej^ 
To-morrcw  v\*e  cur  myj^ic  feaji  prepare. 
Where  thou,  our  lateft  prcjelytcy  (halt  fhare : 
When  we,  by  proper  figns  and  fymbols,  tell,- 
How,  by  bra'ue  hands,  the  royal  traitor  fell  r 
The  meat  fhall  reprefent  the  tjrant^s  head. 
The  wine  Iiis  blood  our  predeceJJ§rs  fhed ; 
v.TiUit  an  alluding  hymn  fome  artill  Tings, 
We  toalc,  *'  Confufion  to  the  race  of  kings  !" 
At  monarchy  we  nobly  ftiew  our  fpight. 
And  talk  ivbatfjoh  call  trea/on  all  the  night.. 

Who,  by  difgraces  or  Hi-fortune  funk. 
Feels  not  his  foal  enliven'd  when  he  *s  drunk? 
vine  can  clear  up  Godolphin's  cloudy  face. 
And  fill  Tack  Smith  with  hopes  to  keep  his  place: 
By  force  of  wine,  ev'n  Scarborough  is  brave, 
Hal  grows  more  pert,  and  Somers  not  fo  grave ; 
Wine  cm  give  Poi-tiaiKi  wit,  and  Cleveland  fenfe, 
Montague learmng,  Bolton  eloquence: 
Cholmondeley,  when  drunk>  can  never  lofe  his  wand;. 
And  Lincoln  then  imagines  he  has  land. 

My  pro-vince  is,  to  fee  that  all  be  right, 
GlalTes  and  linen  clean,  and  pewter  bright  j 
From  our  mjjlericus  club  to  keep  out  fpies. 
And  Tories  (drefs'd  like  waiters)  in  difguife. 
You  ihall  be  coupled  as  you  bell  approve. 
Seated  at  table  next  the  men  you  love. 
Sunderland,  Orto^d,  Boyle,  and  Richmond's  Grace, 
Will  come;  and  Hampden  fhali  have  Walpole's  place. 

^^'ha^t03, 


T  O  L  A  N  D     TO     DISMAL.  ?$ 

Wharton,  unlefs  prevented  by  a  whore. 
Will  hardly  fail ;  and  there  is  room  for  more. 
But  I  love  elbow-room  whene'er  I  drink; 
And  honeil  Harry*  is  too  apt  to  ftink. 

Let  no  pretence  of  buhnefs  make  yoa  ftay; 
Vet  take  one  word  of  counfel  b)'  the  way. 
If  Guemfey  calls,  fend  word  you  're  gone  abroad; 
He  'fl  teaze  yoa  uith  King  Charies  and  Biihop  Liud,. 
Or  make  you  fail,  and  carr\'  you  to  prayers : 
But,  if  he  will  break-in,  and  walk  up  liairs. 
Steal  bv  the  back-door  out,  and  leave  him  there ; 
Then  order  Squaih  to  call  a  hackp.ey-chair. 

PEACE     AND     DUNKIRK: 

Being  an  excellent  new  Song  upon  the  Surrender  of 
Dunkirk  to  General  Hill.     1712. 

To  the  Tune  of  "  The  King  (hail  enjoy  hk  own  again/' 

S  FIGHT  of  Dutch  friends  and  EngliOi  foes. 
Poor  Britain  {hall  have  peace  at  lall : 
Holland  got  towns,  and  we  got  blows ; 
But  Dunkirk  's  ours,  we  '11  hold  it  faff : 
We  have  got  it  in  a  ftring. 
And  the  '\\'>ig5  may  all  go  fwing. 
For  among  good  friends  I  love  to  be  plain  f 
All  their  falfe  deluded  hopes 
WHl  or  ought  to  end  in  ropes : 
Bit  the  Slueen  Jhall tiyty  ber  ovsn  agaim* 

♦  Right  Hon.  Henry  Bayle,  mentioned  twice  before. 

U.  Sun. 
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II. 

Sunderland  's  run  out  of  his  wits. 

And  Difmal  double-Difmal  looks ; 
Wharton  can  only  fwear  by  fits. 
And  ftrutting  Hal  is  off  the  hooks ; 

Old  Godolphin  full  of  fpleen 

M^de/hl/e  moves,  and  loll  his  queen ; 
Harry  look'd  fierce,  and  fhook  his  ragged  mane : 

But  a  Prince  of  high  renown 

Swore  he  *d  rather  lofe  a  crcnurr, 
I'haft  ihe  ^een  /I:>ouId  enjoy  her  oivn  again. 

III. 

Our  merchant-fhips  may  cut  the  Line, 

And  not  be  fnapt  by  privateers ; 
And  commoners  who  love  good  wine. 
Will  drink  it  now  as  well  as  peers : 

Landed-men  Ihall  have  their  rent. 

Yet  our  ftocks  rife  ce^t,  per  cent. 
The  Dutch  from  hence  (hall  no  more  millions  drain : 

We  '11  bring  on  us  no  more  debts. 

Nor  v>ith  bankrupts  fill  Gazettes ; 
^nd  the  ^een  Jhall  enjoy  her  o-ivn  again. 

IV. 

The  towns  we  took  ne'er  did  us  good : 
What  fignified  the  French  to  beat  ? 
We  fpent  our  money  and  our  blood. 

To  make  the  Dutchmen  proud  and  great : 
But  the  Lord  of  Oxford  fwears, 
Dunkirk  never  fhaU  be  theirs. 

The 
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The  Dutch-hearted  Whigs  may  rail  and  complain; 

But  true  Engliihmen  may  fill 

A  good  health  to  General  Hill ; 
For  the  ^een  no^w  enjoys  her  onxjn  again. 


HORACE,    BOOK    I.      EP.     VII. 
Addrefled  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  171 3. 

HA  Pv  L  E  Y,  the  nation's  great  fupport. 
Returning  home  one  day  from  court, 
(His  mind  with  public  cares  poffefs'd. 
All  Europe's  bufmefs  in  his  breaft) 
Obferv'd  a  par/on  near  Whitehall  ^ 

Cheapening  old  authors  on  a  ftall. 
The  prieft  was  pretty  well  in  cafe. 
And  ftiew'd  fome  humour  in  his  face ; 
Look'd  with  an  eafy,  carelefs  mien, 
A  perfefl  Uranger  to  the  fpleen;  lo 

Of  iize  that  might  a  pulpit  fill. 
But  more  inclining  to  fit  Hill. 
My  Lord  (who,  if  a  man  may  fay  't. 
Loves  mifchief  better  than  his  meat) 
Was  now  difpos'd  to  crack  a  jell,  i^ 

And  bid  friend  Lewis*  go  in  queft, 
(This  Lewis  is  a  cunning  fhaver. 
And  very  much  in  Harley's  favour) 
In  quell  who  might  this  par  Ion  be. 
What  was  his  name,  of  what  degree;  zd 

*  Erafmus  Lewis,  eiq.  the  treafurer's  fecretary. 

If 
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If  pofllble,  to  learn  his  ilory. 

And  whether  he  were  \^^hig  or  Tory. 

Lewis  his  patron's  humour  knows. 
Away  upon  his  errand  goe^. 

And  quickly  did  the  matter  fift ;  ^y 

Found  out  that  it  was  Doclor  Swi^, 
A  clergyman  of  fpecial  note 
For  fhunning  thofe  of  his  O'ati  coaf; 
Which  made  his  brethren  of  the  gown 
Take  care  betimes  to  run  him  down :  ^o 

No  libertine,  nor  over  nice, 
Addided  to  no  fort  of  vice. 
Went  where  he  pleas'd,  faid  what  he  thought; 
Not  rich,  but  ow'd  no  man  a  groat : 
In  ftate  opinions  a  la  modey  35 

He  hated  Wharton  like  a  toad. 
Had  given  "Cvi^fadion  many  a  wound,. 
Ajid  lib  el' d  all  t\\t  junto  round  ; 
Kept  company  with  men  of  wit. 
Who  often  father'd  what  he  writ :  40 

His  works  were  hawk'd  in  every  llreet,. 
But  feldom  rofe  above  a  llieet: 
Of  late  indeed  the  paper-ilamp 
Did  very  much  his  genius-  cramp : 
And  fmce  he  could  not  fpend  his  lire,.  45 

He  now  intended  to  retire. 

Said  Harley,  "  I  defire  to  know 
"  From  his  own  mouth  if  this  be  fo-; 
*'  Step  to  the  Dodor  lirait,  and  fay, 
"  I  'd  have  him  dine  with  me  to-day."  50 

Swift 


HORACE,    BOOK  I.    E  P.  VII. 


91 


:S\vift  feem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant. 

Nor  would  believe  my  Lord  had  fent; 

So  never  ofFer'd  once  to  IHr; 

But  coldly  faid,  "  Your  fervant.  Sir!" 

•"  Does  he  refufe  me?"  Harley  cry'd;  j^- 

*'  He  does,  with  infolence  and  pride." 

Some  few  days  after,  Harley  fpies 
The  Doclor  faften'd  by  the  eyes 
At  Charing-crofs  among  the  rout. 
Where  painted  moniiers  are  hung  out :  60 

He  puird  the  firing,  and  ftopt  his  coach. 
Beckoning  the  Dodor  to  approach. 

Swift,  who  could  neither  fly  nor  hide. 
Came  fneaking  to  the  chariot  fide. 
And  ofFer'd  many  a  lame  excufe :  65 

He  never  meant  the  leaft  aiDufe — 
"  My  Lord — the  honour  you  defign'd — 
"  Extremely  proud — but  I  had  din'd — 
*'  I  'm  fure  I  never  fhould  negledl — 
*'  No  man  alive  has  more  refpe£l — "  70 

"  Well,  I  (hall  thmk  of  that  no  more, 
"  If  you  '11  be  fure  to  come  at  four." 

The  Do6lor  now  obeys  the  fummons. 
Likes  both  his  company  and  commons ; 
Difplays  his  talent,  fits  till  ten;  75 

Next  day  invited  comes  again ; 
Soon  grows  domeftic,  feldom  fails 
Either  at  morning  or  at  meals : 
Came  early,  and  departed  late; 
In  Ihort,  the  gudgeon  took  the  bait,  80 

My 
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My  Lord  would  carry  on  the  jeft. 

And  down  to  Windfor  takes  his  gueft. 

Swift  much  admires  the  place  and  air. 

And  longs  to  be  a  canon  there  ; 

In  fummer  round  the  park  to  ride ;  85 

In  winter,  never  to  refide. 

A  canon  !  that 's  a  place  too  mean ; 

No  Dodor,  you  ihall  be  a  Dean ; 

Two  dozen  canons  round  your  ftall. 

And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  them  all :  90 

You  need  but  crofs  the  Irijhfeas, 

To  live  in  plenty,  power,  and  eafe. 

Poor  Swift  departs ;  and,  what  is  worfe. 

With  borrowed  money  in  his  purfe. 

Travels  at  leaft  an  hundred  leagues,  ^^ 

And  fuffers  numberlefs  fatigues. 

Suppofe  him  now  a  Dean  complete. 
Demurely  lolling  in  his  feat; 
The  filver  verge,  with  decent  pride. 
Stuck  underneath  his  cufhion-fide  :  100 

Suppofe  him  gone  through  all  vexations. 
Patents,  inftalments,  abjurations, 
Firft-fruits  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats; 
Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  and  cheats— 
(The  wicked  lait}''s  contriving  105 

To  hinder  clergymen  from  thriWng) . 
Now  all  the  Doctor's  money  's  fpent. 
His  tenants  wrong  him  m  his  rent; 
The  farmers,  fpitefully  combin'd, 
•Force  him  to  take  his  tithes  in  kind :  1 1  o 

And 
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And  Parvifol  *  difcounts  arrears 
By  bills  for  taxes  and  repairs. 

Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  lofies  vex'd. 
Not  knowing  where  to  turn  him  next. 
Above  a  thoufand  pounds  in  debt,  i-i  5 

Takes  horfs,  and  in  a  mighty  fret 
Rides  d^y  and  night  at  fuch  a  rate. 
He  foon  arrives  at  Harley's  gate; 
But  was  (o  uirty,  pale,  and  thin. 
Old  Rridf  would  hardly  let  him  in.  120 

Said  Ha^l  y,  '*  Welcome,  Reverend  Deanl 
"  What  makes  your  worfliip  look  fo  lean  ? 
"  Why,  lure  you  won't  appear  in  town 
"  In  that  old  wig  and  rufly  go.vn  ? 
'*  I  doubt  your  heart  is  fet  or.  pelf  125 

*'  So  much,  that  you  negleft  ycurfelf. 
"  What  1  1  fuppofe,  now  flocks  are  high, 
"  You  've  fome  good  purchafe  i,i  your  eye  ? 
*'  Or  is  your  money  out  at  ufe  ?"— 

"  Truce,  good  my  Lord,  I  beg  a  truce,"         130 
(The  Doftor  in  a  paffion  cry'd) 
"  Your  raillery  is  mifapply'd; 
*'  Experience  I  have  dearly  bought ; 
**  You  know  I  am  not  worth  a  groat: 
"But  you  refolv'd  to  have  your  jell;  13^ 

"  And  'tv/as  a  folly  to  conteft; 
"  Then,  fmce  you  have  now  done  your  worft, 
"  Pray  leave  me  where  you  found  me  firfl:.'* 

*  The  Dean's  agent,  a  Frenchman.     Swift. 
if  The  Lord  Treafurers  porter. 

HORACE, 
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I'VE  often  wilh'd  that  I  had  clear. 
For  life,  fix  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
A  handfome  houfe  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 

A  terrace  walk,  and  half  a  rood  5 

Of  land  fet  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  this  and  more, 
I  afk  not  to  increafe  my  ftcre ; 

*  But  here  a  grievance  feems  to  lie, 

'  All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die ;  10 

'  I  can't  but  think  'twould  found  more  clever, 

*  To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  ever. 

*  If  I  ne'er  got  or  loft  a  groat, 
'  By  any  trick,  or  any  fault; 

*  And  if  I  pray  by  reafon's  rules,  1^ 

*  And  not  like  forty  other  fools : 

*  As  thus,  "  Vouchfafe,  oh  gracious  Maker  1 
*'  To  gr,int  me  this  and  t'other  acre ; 

**  Or,  if  it  be  thy  will  and  pleafure, 

"  Direct  my  plow  to  find  a  treafure  '.'*  20 

'  But  only  v/hat  my  ftation  fits, 

*  And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits, 

*  Preferve,  Almighty  Providence ! 

'  Juft  what  you  gave  me,  competence : 

*  And  let  me  in  thefe  Ihades  compofe  25 
'  Something  in  verfe  as  true  as  profe; 

'  Remov'd  from  all  th'  ambitious  fcene, 

*  Nor  pufF'd  by  pride,  nor  funk  by  fpleen.' 

In 
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In  (hort,  I  'm  perfedMy  content. 
Let  me  but  live  on  this  fide  Trent;  30 

Nor  crofs  the  Channel  twice  a  year. 
To  fpend  fix  months  with  ftatefmen  here. 

I  muft  by  all  means  come  to  town, 
^Tis  for  the  fervice  of  the  Crown. 
"  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  ufe ;  35 

**  Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excufe." 
The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  feas. 
Great  Minifters  ne'er  think  of  thefe; 
Or  let  it  coft  five  hundred  pound. 
No  matter  where  the  money  's  found,  40 

It  is  but  fo  much  more  in  debt. 
And  that  they  ne'er  confider'd  yet. 

"  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown, 
-**  Let  my  Lord  know  you  're  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  in  hafte  away,  45 

Not  thinking  it  is  levee-day ; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
Hemm'd  by  a  triple  circle  round, 
Chequer'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  green : 
How  fhould  I  thruft  myfelf  between  ?  50 

Some  wag  obferves  me  thus  perplex'd. 
And,  fmiling,  whifpers  to  the  next, 
''  I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud, 
"  To  jufile  here  among  the  croud'.'* 
Another,  in  a  furly  fit,  5^ 

Tells  me  I  Jiave  more  zeal  than  wit, 
•'*  So  eager  to  exprefs  your  love, 
-**  You  ne'er  comlder  whom  you  fhove. 

Vol.  XLII.  H  «  Bat 
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"  But  rudely  prefs  before  a  duke." 
J  own,  I  'm  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke,  60 

And  take  it  kindly  meant,  to  fhow 
What  I  defire  the  world  fhould  know. 

I  get  a  whifper,  and  withdraw; 
When  t^^venty  fools  I  never  faw 
Come  with  petitions  fairly  penn'd,  65 

Defiring  I  would  ftand  their  friend. 

This  humbly  offers  me  his  cafe— 
That  begs  my  intereft  for  a  place— 
A  hundred  other  men's  affairs. 
Like  beesj  are  humming  in  my  ears.  70 

**  To-morrow  my  appeal  combes  on; 
"  Without  your  help,  the  caufe  is  gone — '*     '  • 
The  duke  expefts  my  lord  and  you. 
About  fome  great  affair,  at  two — 
'*  Put  my  lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind,  ^5 

"  To  get  my  warrant  quickly  fign'd : 
"  Confider,  'tis  my  firft  requeft." — 
Be  fatisfy'd,  I  '11  do  my  beft. 
Then  prefently  he  falls  to  teaze, 
•*  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  pleafe;  80 

"  I  doubt  not,  if  his  lordlhip  knew — 
•*  And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you — *' 

'Tis  (let  me  fee)  three  years  and  more, 
(O£^obcr  next  it  will  be  four) 
Since  Harley  bid  me  firft  attend,  85 

And  chofe  me  for  an  humble  friend; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat. 
And  queftion  me  of  this  and  thatf 

A5, 
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As,  "What  's  o'clock?"  And,  "How's  the  wind?" 

**  Whofe  chariot  's  that  we  left  behind  ?"  90 

Or  gravely  try  to  read  the  lines 

Writ  underneath  the  country  figns ; 

Or,  "  Have  you  nothing  new  to-day 

**  From  Pope,  from  Parnell,  or  from  Gay  ?'* 

Such  tattle  often  entertains  95  . 

My  lord  and  me  as  far  as  Staines, 

As  once  a  week  we  travel  down 

To  Windfor,  and  again  to  town. 

Where  all  that  pafTes  inter  nos 

Might  be  proclaim'd  at  Charing-crofs.  1 00 

Yet  fome  I  know  with  envy  fwell, 
Becaufethey  fee  me  us'd  fo  v/ell: 
*'  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean? 
"  I  wonder  what  fome  people  mean  ? 
"  My  lord  and  he  are  grown  fo  great,  105 

*'  Always  together,  tete  a  tcte; 
"  What !  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes  ?  -^ 
**  See  but  the  fortune  of  fome  folks  1" 

There  flies  about  a  flrange  report 
Of  fome  exprefs  arriv'd  at  court:  HO 

I  'm  flopped  by  all  the  fools  I  meet. 
And  catechisM  in  every  ftreet. 
*^  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  great; 
*'  Inform  us,  will  the  Emperor  treat  ? 
"  Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie  ?  H  5 

Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
**  Ah,  Do6lor,  how  you  love  to  jell! 
**  'Tis  now  no  fecret" — I  proteft 

H  z  »Tis 
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'Tis  one  to  me — "  Then  tell  us,  pray, 

*'  When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay:" 

And,  though  I  folemnly  declare 

I  know  no  more  than  my  lord  mayor. 

They  ftand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 

The  clofeft  mortal  ever  known. 

Thus  in  a  fea  of  foUv  tofl. 
My  choiceft  hours  of  life  are  loft; 
Yet  always  uifhing  to  retreat. 
Oh,  could  I  fee  my  country  feat ! 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook. 
Sleep,  or  perufe  fome  ancient  book ; 
And  there  in  fweet  oblivion  drown 
Thofe  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town*. 
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[^/Hv  of  the  fir fi  lines  are  'wanting.^ 

By  an  old purfued 

A  crazy  prelate  f,  and  a  royal  prude  J ; 
By  dull  divines,  who  look  with  envious  eyes 
On  every  genius  that  attempts  to  rife ; 
And,  paufmg  o'er  a  pipe  with  doubtful  nod. 
Give  hints  that  poets  ne'er  believe  in  God  : 

•  See  the  reft,  of  this  fatlre  among  Pope's  Poems. 
•\  Dr.  Sharp,  archbiihop  of  York. 
X  Q^Aane. 
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So  clowns  on  icholars  as  on  wizards  lock. 
And  take  a  folio  for  a  conjuring  book. 

Swift  had  the  fm  of  uit,  no  venial  crime ; 
Nay,  'tis  affirm'd,  he  fometimes  dealt  in  rhyme : 
Humour  and  mirth  had  place  in  all  he  writ ; 
He  reconcil'd  divinity  and  'Ait ; 

He  mov'd,  andbow'd,  and  talk' d,  with  too  much  grace; 
Nor  fhew'd  the  par/on  in  his  gait  or  face  ; 
D^fpis'd  luxurious  wines  and  coftly  meat. 
Yet  ftill  was  at  the  tables  of  the  great ; 
Frequented  lords, yTr-c  thofe  that/aix:  the  ^leew. 
At  Child's  *  or  Truby*s*  never  once  had  been ; 
Where  town  and  country  \icars  flock  in  tribes, 
Secur'd  by  numbers  from  tlie  laymen's  gibes. 
And  deal  in  \-ices  of  the  graver  fort. 
Tobacco,  ceniure,  coffee,  pride,  and  port. 

But,  after  fagc  monitions  from  his  friendi. 
His  talents  to  employ  for  nobler  ends ; 
To  better  judgements  willing  to  fubmit. 
He  turns  to  politicks  liis  dangerous  wit. 

And  now,  the  public  intereil  to  fupport. 
By  Harley  Swift  in\ited  comes  to  court; 
In  fa\'Our  grows  with  minifters  of  ftate ; 
Admitted  private,  when  fuperiors  wait: 
And  Harley,  not  afham'd  his  choice  to  own, 
Takes  him  to  Windfor  in  his  coach  alone. 
At  Windfor  Swift  no  fooner  can  appear. 
But  St.  John  comes  and  whifpers  in  lus  ear: 

*  Co.Tec-houfss  much  frequenied  by  the  Clergy, 

H  -.  Th? 
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The  wdters  ftand  in  ranks  ^  the  yeomen  cry. 
Make  room,  as  if  a  duke  v/ere  paffing  by. 

Nov/  Finch*  alarms  the  Lords :  he  hears  for  certaiB 
This  dangerous  prieft  is  got  behind  the  curtain. 
Finch,  fam'd  for  tedious  elocution,  proves 
That  Sv/ift  oils  many  a  fpring  which  Harley  moves. 
Walpole  and  Aiflabief .»  to  clear  the  doubt. 
Inform  the  Commons,  that  the  fecret  *3  out : 
"  A  certain  do6ior  is  obferv'd  of  late 
**  To  haunt  a  certain  minifter  of  fiate  ,* 
**  From  whence  v/ith  half  an  eye  we  may  difcovcr 
"  The  peace  is  made,  and  Perkin  rnuft  come  over." 

York  is  from  Lambeth  fent,  to  fhevv  the  Queen 
A  dangerous  treatifet  writ  againft  the  fpleen ; 
Which,  by  the  ^yie^  the  matter,  and  the  drift, 
'Tis  tliought  could  b;i  the  work  of  none  but  Swifts 
Poor  York !  the  harmlefs  tool  of  others'  hate ; 
He  fues  for  pardonjj,  and  repents  too  late. 

Now,  angry  Somerrer§  her  vengeance  vows 
On  Swift's  reproaches  for  her  ***** 
From  her  red  locks  her  mouth  wVui  venom  fills  j 
And  thence  into  the  royal  ear  iiiftllls. 
The  Queen  incens'd,  his  fervices  forgot. 
Leaves  him  a  vidtim  to  the  vengeful  Scoter. 

*  The  Earl  olNottinghain.      See  above,  p.  83. 

f  They  both  fpoke  againfc  him  In  the  Houfe  of  Cjmmons- 

X  Tale  of  H  Tub. 

II  He  fent  a  me<r::ge  to  afk  Swift's  parJcn. 

§  See  the  V/indfor  Prophecy,  p.  £4.. 

f[  The  Duke  cf  ArcjU. 

Now 
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Now  through  the  realm  a  proclamation  Tpread, 
To  fix  a  price  on  his  devoted  head*.- 
While  innocent,  he  fcorns  ignoble  flight ; 
His  watchful  friends  preferve  him  by  a  fleight. 

By  Harley's  favour  cnce  again  he  fhines; 
Is  now  carefs'd  by  candidate  divines. 
Who  change  opinions  with  the  changing  fcene : 
Lord !  how  were  they  miftaken  in  the  Dean ! 
NowDelawarrf  again  familiar  grows. 
And  in  Swift's  ear  thriiils  half  hiis  powder'd  nofe. 
The  Scottiih  nation,  v/hom  he  au;-J?  offend. 
Again  apply  that  Swift  would  be  their  friendj. 

By  fadlion  tir'd,  with  grief  he  waits  awhile. 
His  great  contending  friends  to  reconcile. 
Performs  what  friendlhip,  juilice,  truth,  require: 
What  could  he  more,  but  decentl);  retire  P 

THE      FAGGOT. 

Written  when  the  Miniilry  were  at  variance.       I7i3» 

,BSERVS  the  dying  flither  Ipeak: 
Try,  lads,  can  you  this  bundle  break  ? 
Then  bids  the  youngell  of  the  fix 
Take  up  a  well-bound  heap  of  fticks. 

*   For  wr:  ring  *' The  Public  Spirit  of  Whigs." 
f  Thsn  lo  .4  .r  •afiiier  of  the  houfehcld,  who  cautioully  avoid-i 
Swifc  vvb'.ll  the  p.cclamation  was  impending. 

t  iie  was  vliiveJ  by  ti^s  Scottifh  lords  naore  than  ever. 

H  4  They 
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They  thought  it  was  an  old  man's  maggot  j 

And  ftrove  by  turns  to  break  the  faggot : 

In  vain ;  the  complicated  wands 

Were  much  too  ftrong  for  all  their  hands. 

See,  laid  the  fire,  how  foon  'tis  done ; 

Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  one. 

So  ftrong  you  '11  be,  in  friendfhip  ty'd; 

So  quickly  broke,  if  you  divide. 

Keep  clofe  then,  boys,  and  never  quarrel : 

Here  ends  the  fable  and  the  moral." 

This  tale  may  be  apply'd  in  few  words^ 
To  treafurers,  comptrollers,  ftewards ; 
And  others  who  in  folemn  fort 
Appear  with  flender  wands  at  court ; 
Not  firmly  join'd  to  keep  their  ground. 
But  lafhing  one  another  round : 
While  wife  men  think  they  ought  to  fight 
With  quarter-Jiaffsy  inilead  oi  ^vhite\ 
Or  conftable.witli^^ of  peace 
Should  come  and  make  the  clattering  ceafe^ 
Which  now  difturbs  the  Queen  and  court. 
And  gives  the  Whigs  and  rabble  fport. 

In  hiftory  we  never  found 
The  Confuls'  Fafces  were  unbound  : 
Thcfe  Romans  were  too  wife  to  think  on  *t> 
Except  tij  lafh  fom.e  grand  delinquent. 
How  would  they  hlufti  to  hear  it  faid. 
The  Praetor  broke  the  Conful's  head ! 
Or  Conful,  in  his  purple  gown. 
Came  up,  and  knock'd  the  Praetor  down ! 


Come- 
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Come,  Courtiers :  every  man  his  flick  I 
Lord  Treafurer,  for  once  be  quick : 
And,  that  they  may  the  clofer  cling. 
Take  your  blue  ribbon  for  a  firing. 
Come,  trimming  Harcourt*,  bring  your  mace; 
And  fqueeze  it  in,  or  quit  your  place : 
Difpatch,  or  elfe  that  rafcal  Northeyf 
Will  undertake  to  do  it  for  thee : 
And,  be  afTur'd,  the  Court  will  find  him 
Prepar'd  to  leap  o\r  Jiicks,  or  bind  'em. 

To  make  the  bundle  flrong  and  fafe. 
Great  Ormond,  lend  thy  General's  flaff: 
And,  if  the  Crofier  could  be  cramm'd  in, 
A  fig  for  Lechmere,  King,  and  Hambden  t 
You  '11  then  defy  the  flrongefl  Whig 
With  both  his  hands  to  bend  a  twig ; 
Though  with  united  flrength  they  all  pull. 
From  Somers  down  to  Craggs  and  Walpole. 

CATULLUS    DE    LESBIA. 

LE  S  B I A  for  ever  on  me  rails. 
To  talk  of  me  flie  never  fails. 
Now,  hang  me  but  for  all  her  art, 
I  find,  that  I  have  gain'd  her  heart. 
My  proof  is  thus :  I  plainly  fee. 
The  cafe  is  jufl  the  fame  with  me; 
I  curfe  her  every  hour  fmcerely. 
Yet,  hang  me  but  I  love  her  dearly. 


*  Lord  Chancellur. 

•\  Sir  Edward  Northey,  Attorney-General. 
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EPIGRAM.     From  the  French*. 

WHO  can  believe  with  common  fenfe, 
A  bacon-ilice  gives  God  ofTence; 
Or>  how  a  herring  hath  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  difarm  ? 
Wrapt  up  in  MajeHy  divine. 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  ? 

On  a  CURATE»s  Complaint  of  Hard  Duty. 

IMAPs.CK'D  three  miles  through  fcorching  fand,. 
With  zeal  in  heart,  and  notes  in  hand ; 
I  rode  four  more  to  Great  St. Mary, 
Uflng  four  legs,  when  two  were  weary : 
To  three  fair  virgins  I  did  tie  men. 
In  the  clofe  bands  of  pleafmg  Hymen  : 
I  dipp'd  two  babes  in  holy  water. 
And  purify 'd  their  mother  after. 
Within  an  hour  and  eke  a  half, 
I  preach'd  three  congregations  deaf; 
Where  thundering  out,  with  lungs  long-vviiiied, 
I  chopp'd  fo  fail,  that  few  there  minded. 
My  emblem,  tlie  laborious  fun. 
Saw  all  thsfe  mioh:y  hbours  done 
Before  one  race  ot  his  v/as  run. 
All  this  pcrform'd  by  Robert  ITewlt: 
What  mortal  elfe  could  e'er  go  through  it ! 

*  Written  extempore  by  a  gcntlemia    why   was  reproved   by 
fome  of  hiicornpariiciis  for  sating  cjjs  and  bacon  on  a  f^'l-day. 
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A   True  and  Faithful  Inventory   of  the  Goods 
belonging  to  Dr.  SWIFT,  Vicar  of  Laracor; 

Upon  lending  his  Houfe  to  the  Eiihop  of  Meath,  till  his  Palace 
was  re-builc. 

AN  oaken,  broken  elbow-chair; 
A  cawdle-cup,  without  an  ear; 
A  batter'd,  Ihatter'd  aili  beditead; 
A  box  of  deal,  without  a  lid ; 
A  pair  of  tongs,  but  out  of  joint; 
A  back-fword  poker,  without  point ; 
A  pot  that  *s  crack'd  acrofs,  around 
With  an  old  knotted  garter  bound ; 
An  iron  lock,  without  a  key ; 
A  wig,  with  hanging  quite  grown  grey ; 
A  curtain  worn  to  half  a  ilripe ; 
A  pair  of  bellows,  without  pipe  ; 
A  diih  which  might  good  meat  afford  once; 
An  Ovid,  and  an  old  Concordance ; 
A  bottle-bottom,  wooden  platter. 
One  is  for  meal,  and  one  for  water : 
There  likewife  is  a  copper  fkillet. 
Which  runs  as  fail  out  as  you  fill  it; 
A  candleftick,  fnuff-difn,  and  fave-all : 
And  thus  his  houfhoid-goods  you  have  alL 
Thefe  to  your  Lordfnip  as  a  friend. 
Till  you  have  buiit,  I  freely  lend : 
They  '11  ferve  your  Lordfnip  for  a  fhift; 
V/liy  not,  as  well  as  Doftor  S^.vift  ? 

CADE. 
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CADENUS     AND    VANESSA*. 
Written  at  Windfor,  1713. 

THE  fliepherds  and  the  nymphs  were  feen 
Pleadii:^  before  the  Cyprian  Queen. 
The  counfel  for  the  fair  began, 
Accufmg  the  falfe  creature  man. 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg'd,  5 

On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarg'd ; 
That  Cupid  now  has  loft  his  art. 
Or  blunts  the  point  of  every  dart; — 
His  altar  now  no  longer  fmokes. 
His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes :  ro 

This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine. 
And  bring  in  doubt  their  powers  divine ; 
Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue. 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-league. 
Which  crimes  aforefaid  (ivith  her  leave)  15 

Were  (as  he  humbly  did  conceive) 
Againft  our  fovereign  lady's  peace, 
Againfl  the  ftatute  in  that  cafe, 
Againft  her  dignity  and  crown : 
Then  pray'd  an  anfwer,  and  fat  down.  20 

The  iiy:nphs  v.'ith  fcorn  beheld  their  foes : 
When  the  defeudant^s  couni'el  rofe, 

*  Founded  on  an  ofTer  of  marriage  made  by  Mifs  Vanhomrigh 
to  Dr.  Swift,  wrivT  was  occafionally  her  preceptor.  The  lady's 
unhappy  ftory  is  well  known. 

And, 
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And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack'd. 
With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fadl ; 
But,  what  the  gentlefl:  heart  would  vex. 
Laid  all  the  fault  on  t'other  fex. 
That  modern  love  is  no  fuch  thing 
As  what  thofe  ancient  poets  fmg ; 
A  fire  celeftial,  chafte,  refin'd, 
Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the  mind; 
Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame. 
Unites,  and  both  become  the  fame. 
In  different  breails  together  bum. 
Together  both  to  afhes  turn. 
JBut  women  now  feel  no  fuch  fire. 
And  only  know  the  grofs  defire. 
Their  paffions  move  in  lower  fpheres. 
Where'er  caprice  or  folly  fleers. 
A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape. 
Or  fome  worfe  brute  in  human  fhape, 
Ingrofs  the  fancies  of  the  fair. 
The  few  foft  moments  they  can  fpare. 
From  vifits  to  receive  and  pay  ; 
From  fcandal,  politicks,  and  play ; 
From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocades. 
From  equipage  and  park-parades. 
From  all  the  thoufand  female  toys. 
From  every  trifle  that  employs 
The  out  or  infide  of  their  heads. 
Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds. 

In  a  dull  ftream,  which  moving  flow. 
You  hardly  fee  the  current  flow; 
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If  a  fmall  breeze  obftruft  the  courfe. 

It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force. 

And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers  55 

Noth-ng  but  chaiF,  and  ftraws,  and  feathers. 

The  current  of  a  female  mind 

Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  every  v/ind; 

Thus  whirling  round  together  draws 

Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaFand  ftraws.  60 

Hence  we  conclude,  no  women's  hearts 

Are  won  by  virtue,  vvit,  and  parts : 

Nor  are  the  men  of  fenfe  to  blame. 

For  brealls  incapable  of  flame; 

The  fault  muft  on  the  nymphs  be  plac'd,  ^5 

Grown  fo  corrupted  in  their  tafte. 

The  pleader,  having  fpoke  his  beft. 
Had  witnefs  ready  to  atteft, 
'l^Tio  fairly  could  on  oath  depofe. 
When  quefdons  on  the  fad  arofe,  70 

That  every  article  was  true; 
Nor  further  thefe  deponents  knenv  ;— 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  infill. 
The  bill  might  be  v*ith  colls  difmifs'd. 
The  caufe  appear'd  of  fo  much  weight,  7  5 

That  Venus,  from  her  judgement-feat, 
Defir'd  them  not  to  talk  fo  loud,  * 

Elfe  Ihe  muft  interpofe  a  cloud : 
For,  if  the  heavenly  folk  Ihould  know 
Thefe  pleadings  /«  tke  courts  belo'-Wy  8a 

That  mortals  here  difdain  to  love. 
She  ne'er  could  fliew  her  face  above; 

For 
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For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wife 

To  value  that  which  men  defpife. 

And  then,  {aid  fne,  my  fon  and  I  8^ 

Muil  ftroU  in  air,  'twixt  land  and  £ky ; 

Or  elk,  fhut  out  from  heaven  and  earth, 

Fiy  to  the  fea,  my  place  of  birth; 

There  live,  with  daggled  mermaids  pent. 

And  keep  on  fifh  perpetual  Lent.  90 

But,  fmce  the  cafe  appear'd  fo  nice. 
She  thought  it  bell  to  take  advice. 
The  Mufes,  by  their  King's  permiifion. 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  feffion. 
And  on  the  right  hand  took  their  places  9^ 

In  order;  on  the  left,  the  Graces : 
To  whom  fhe  might  her  doubts  propofe 
On  all  emergencies  that  rofe. 
The  Mufes  oft'  were  feen  to  frown; 
The  Graces  half-afham'd  look  down;  700 

And  'twas  obferv'd,  there  were  but  k'<H 
Of  either  fex  among  the  crew. 
Whom  file  or  her  affefTors  knew. 
The  goddefs  foon  began  to  fee. 
Things  were  not  ripe  for  a  decree ;  105 

And  faid  fhe  muft  confult  her  books,  , 

The  lonjen^  Fletas,  Braftons,  Cokes. 
Firft  to  a  dapper  clerk  flie  beckon'd. 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  fecond ; 
She  then  referred  them  to  a  place  iia 

In  Virgil  (<uid(  Dido's  cafe) : 

As 


\ 
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As  for  TibuIIus's  reports. 

They  never  pafs'd  for  law  in  courts : 

For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 

Still  their  authority  was  fmaller.  1 1  ] 

There  was  on  both  fides  much  to  fay  : 
She  'd  hear  the  caufe  another  day. 
And  fo  ihe  did ;  and  then  a  third 
She  heard  it—there  fhe  kept  her  word  : 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies,  13( 

Long  bills,  and  anfwers  lluiF'd  with  lies. 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  elToign, 
The  parties  ne'er  could  ifTue  join : 
For  fixteen  years  the  caufe  was  fpun. 
And  then  flood  where  it  firll  begun.  12 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  fmg  or  fay. 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay. 
The  goddefs,  much  perplex'd  in  mind 
To  fee  her  empire  thus  declin'd. 
When  firil  this  grand  debate  arofe,  131 

Above  her  wifdom  to  compofe, 
Conceiv'd  a  projed  in  her  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  which,  if  it  fped. 
Would  fhew  the  merits  of  the  caufe 
Far  better  than  confulting  laws.  13 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Produc'd  on  earth  a  wondrous  maid. 
On  whom  the  Queen  of  Love  was  bent 
To  try  a  new  experiment. 

She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  fhelf,  14 

And  thus  debated  with  herfelf. 
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Since  men  alledge,  they  ne'er  can  find 
Thofe  beauties  in  a  female  mind. 


.>For  ever  uncorrupt  and  pure  j  145 

If  'tis  with  reafon  they  complain. 

This  infant  fhall  re  flare  my  reign. 

I  '11  fearch  where  every  virtue  dwells. 

From  courts  inclulive  down  to  cells: 

What  preachers  talk,  or  fages  v/rite ;  1 50 

Thefe  I  will  gather  and  unite. 

And  reprefent  them  to  mankind 

Colleded  in  that  infant's  mind. 

This  faid,  (he  plucks  in  heaven's  high  bowers 
.A  iprig  of  amaranthine  flowers,  I^j 

Jn  nedtar  thrice  infufes  bays. 
Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays ; 
T'hen  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid. 
And fprinklcs  thrice  the  new-born  maid: 
From  whence  the  tender  fkin  afTumes  160 

A  f veetnefs  above  all  perfumes : 
From  v/hence  a  cleanlinefs  remains. 
Incapable  of  outward  flains : 
From  whence  that  decency  of  mind. 
So  lovely  in  the  fem.ale  kind,  165 

Where  not  one  carelefs  thought  intrudes, 
Lefs  modefl  than  the  fpeech  of  prudes; 
V7here  never  bluih  was  call'd  in  aid. 
That  fpurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 
A  virtue  but  at  iecond-hand;  I70 

I'hey  biufh,  becaufe  they  underfland. 

Vol.  XLII.  '    I  Ihe 
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The  Graces  next  would  aft  their  part. 
And  fhew'd  but  little  of  their  art ; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done. 
The  child  with  native  beauty  Ihone;  175 

The  outward  form  no  help  requir'd : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thrice,  infpir'd 
That  gentle,  foft,  engaging  air. 
Which  in  old  times  adorn'd  the  fair : 
And  faid,  "  Vanefla  be  the  name  1 80 

**  By  which  thou  ft  alt  be  known  to  fame  5 
*'  Vaneffa,  by  the  gods  inroll'd : 
*'  Her  name  on  earth  ihall  not  be  told.'* 

But  Hill  the  work  was  not  complete  j 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit,  1 85 

Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  (he  flies. 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  fkies. 
Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  morn 
To  fee  a  lovely  infant  born; 

A  boy  in  yonder  ifle  below,  ipo 

So  like  my  own  without  his  bow. 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won. 
You  'd  fwear  it  is  Apollo's  fon : 
But  it  Ihall  ne'er  be  faid,  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  fpoil'd;  J95 

I  have  enough  befides  to  fpare. 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care. 

Wifdom  's  above  fufpedling  wiles : 
The  Queen  of  Learning  gravely  fmiles, 
Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy,  200 

Miftakes  Vaneffa  for  a  boy ; 

Then 
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Then  fows  within  her  tender  mind 

Seeds  long  unknown  to  womankind; 

For  manly  bofoms  chiefly  fit. 

The  feeds  of  knowledge,  judgement,  wit.  205 

Her  foul  was  fuddenly  endued 

With  juftice,  truth,  and  fortitude ; 

With  honour,  which  no  breath  can  flain. 

Which  malice  muH  attack  in  vain ; 

With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand.  210 

But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  ftand; 

She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 

Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  praife ; 

That  meat  muft  be  with  money  bought : 

She  therefore,  upon  fecond  thought,  215 

Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  ftealth. 

Some  fmall  regard  for  ftate  and  wealthy 

Of  which,  as  Ihe  grew  up,  there  llaid 

A  tindlure  in  the  prudent  maid : 

She  manag'd  her  eilate  with  care,  220 

Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 

But,  left  he  ihould  negleft  his  ftudies 

Like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddefs 

(For  fear  young  mailer  fhould  be  fpcil'd) 

Would  ufe  him  like  a  younger  child;  225 

And,  after  long  computing,  found 

'Twould  come  to  jufl  five  thoufand  pound. 

The  Queen  of  Love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud. 
To  fee  Vaneffa  thus  endow'd : 

She  doubted  not  but  fuch  a  dame  230 

Through  evey  breaft  would  dart  a  flame; 

I  2  That 
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That  every  rich  and  lordly  fwain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain ; 
That  fcholars  would  forfake  their  books, 
-To  lludy  bright  Vanefla's  looks ;  255 

As  fhe  advanc'd,  that  womankind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind. 
And  all  their  condu6l  would  be  try'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide ; 

OfFending  daughters  oft'  would  hear  .  240 

Vanefla's  praife  rung  in  their  ear : 
Mifs  Betty,  when  Ihe  does  a  fault. 
Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  fpills  the  fait. 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
*'  'Tis  what  VanefTa  never  did!"  245 

Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  fvvains  ador'ui. 
My  power  fhall  be  again  reftor'd. 
And  happy  lovers  blefs  my  reign — 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  time  the  Martial  Maid  .250 

Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd. 
She  fhakes  her  helm,  Ihe  knits  her  brows. 
And,  fir'd  with  indignation,  vows. 
To-morrow,  ere  the  fsttingfun. 
She  'd  aU  undo  that  fhe  had  done.  .25.5 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholefome  law,  time  out  of  mind. 
Had  been  confirm'd  by  Fate's  decree. 
That  gods,  of  whatfoe'er  degree, 
Refume  not  what  themfelves  have  given,  260 

Or  any  brother- god  in  heaven  i 

VvTiich 
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Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods," 

Or  they  muft  always  be  at  odds : 

And  Pallas,  if  Ihe  broke  the  laws. 

Mull  yield  her  foe  the  ftronger  caufe;  265 

A  fhame  to  one  fo  much  adcr'd 

For  wifdom  at  Jove's  council-board. 

Befiies,  fhe  fear'd  the  Qneen  of  Love 

Would  meet  with  better  friends  above. 

Atid  though  ihe  mufr  with  grief  reflecl,  270 

To  fee  a  mortal  virgin  deck'd 

With  graces  hitherto  unknown 

To  female  breafts,  except  her  own ; 

Yet  fhe  would  aft  as  befl  became 

A.goddefs  of  unfpotted  fane.  275 

Sh.Q  knew,  by  augury  divine, 

Venus  would  fail  in  her  defign : 

She  ftudy'd  v/cW  the  point,  and  found 

Her  foe's  conclusions  were  not  found. 

From  premifes  erroneous  brought;  283 

And  therefore  the  deduftion  *s  nought. 

And  mufl  have  contrary  effeds 

To  v/hat  her  treacherous  foe  expecls. 

In  proper  feafcn  Pallas  meets 
The  Queen  of  Lave,  whom  thus  fhe  greets  23^5 

(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told. 
Can  in  celeftial  language  fcold) : 
Perfidious  goddefs  !  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  project  in  your  brain; 
A  projed  for  thy  talents  fit,  290 

With  much  deceit  and  little  wit; 

I  3  Thca 
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Thou  haftj  as  thou  Ihak  quickly  fee, 

Deceiv'd  thyfelf,  inllead  of  me : 

For  hov/  can  heavenly  wifdom  prove 

An  inflrument  to  earthly  love  ?  295 

Know'll  thou  not  yet,  that  men  coi^mence 

Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  fenfe  ? 

Nor  Ihall  VanefTa  be  the  theme 

To  manage  thy  abortive  fcheme : 

She  '11  prove  the  greateil  of  thy  foes ;  300 

And  yet  I  fcorn  to  interpofc. 

But,  ufmg  neither  fkili  nor  force. 

Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  courfe. 

The  goddefs  thus  pronounc'd  her  doom : 
When  lo !  Vaneffa  in  her  bloom  305 

Advanc'd,  hke  Atalanta's  ftar. 
But  rarely  feen,  and  feen  from  far: 
In  a  new  world  with  caution  ftept, 
Watch'd  all  tiie  company  fhe  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  fhe  read,  310 

What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tread : 
Would  feldom  at  the  Park  appear. 
Nor  fav/  the  play-houfe  t\vice  a  year  j 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclin'd 
To  know  the  converfe  of  mankind.  3 1 3 

Firft  iiTued  from  perfumers'  ihops, 
A  croud  of  fafliionable  fops : 
They  afk'd  her,  how  Ihe  lik'd  the  p'ay; 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day  ; 
A  duel  fought  lafl:  night  at  two,  320 

About  a  lady — you  know  v/ho ; 

Mention'd 
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Merxtion'd  a  new  Italian  come 

Either  from  Mufcovy  or  Rome ; 

Gave  hints  of  who  and  who  's  together; 

Th?n  fell  a  talking  of  the  weather;  325 

Lafl  night  was  fo  extremely  fine. 

The  ladies  walk'd  till  after  nine ; 

Then,  in  foft  voice  and  fpeech  abfurd> 

With  nonfenfe  every  fecond  word. 

With  fuflian  from  exploded  plays,  330 

They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praife; 

P,.un  o'er  their  cant  of  ftupid  lies. 

And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 

With  filent  fcorn  V^anella  fat. 
Scarce  lillening  to  their  idle  chat;  335 

Further  than  fometim.es  by  a  frown. 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  do\\Ti. 
At  lafl  Ihe  fpitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wifdom's  full  extent ; 
And  faid  Ihe  valued  nothing  lefs  343 

Than  titles,  figure,  fhape  and  drefs ; 
That  merit  fnould  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgement,  knowledge,  wit,  and  taile; 
And  thefe  fhe,  ofier'd  to  difpute. 
Alone  diflingulfn'd  man  from  brute:  315 

That  prefent  times  have  no  pretence 
To  'virtue,  in  the  noble  fenfe 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  underllood. 
To  perifh  for  our  country's  good. 
She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round,  350 

Explained  for  v/hat  they  were  renovvn'd; 

I  4  Then 
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Then  fpoke  with  cenfure  or  applaufe 
Of  foreign  cufbcms,  rites,  and  hws ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  flic*  rang'd. 
And  gracefully  her  fubjedt  chang'dj 
In  vain  1  her  hearers  had  no  fhare 
In  all  llie  fpoke,  except  to  Hare. 
Their  judgement  was,  upon  the  w'.cle, 
— That  lady  is  the  dulleft  foul ! — 
Then  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer,  ,  360 

As  who  ihould  lay — She  wants  it  here ! 
She  may  be  handfome,  young,  and  rich, 
ijut  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch  ! 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames. 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St.  James,  365 

Came  early,  out  of  pure  gcod-v/iU, 
To  fee  the  girl  in  difhabille. 
T'heir  clamour,  'lighting  from  their  chairs. 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  ftairs ; 
At  entrance  loudeft,  where  they  found  370 

The  room  witli  volumes  lit::er'd  round. 
VanefTa  held  Montaigne,  2Jid  read, 
Whiift  Mss,  Sufm  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate. 
And  fvill  into  tlicir  ufaal  chat,  ^j^ 

^  Dlfccurfmg,  with  important  face. 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace ; 
Shew'd  patterns  juft  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  afk'd  her  what  Ihe  thought, 
.  Whether  the  red  or  green  were  beft,  380 

And  what  they  cou :  \^aneira  gucfi'd. 

As 
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As  came  into  her  fancy  firft; 

Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  woril. 

To  fcandal  next — What  awkward  thing 

Was  that  laft  Sunday  in  the  ring?  385 

I  *m  forry  Mopfa  breaks  fo  faft ; 

I  faid,  her  face  would  never  lail. 

Corinna,  with  that  youtiiful  air. 

Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  fpare : 

Her  fondnefs  for  a  certain  Earl  590 

Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl  1 

Phillis,  who  but  a  month  ago 

Was  marry'd  to  the  Tunbridge-beau, 

I  faw  coquetting  t'other  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  knight !  395 

They  railly'd  next  VaneiTa's  drefs : 
That  gown  was  made  for  old  Queen  Befs. 
Dear  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  head : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop !  400 

Sure,  you  are  not  afham'd  to  Hcop  I 
With  handlome  garters  at  your  knees. 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  {ecs. 

Fili'd  with  difdain,  with  rage  inflam'd. 
Both  of  herfelf  and  fex  afham'd,  403 

The  nymph  flood  filent  out  of  fpight. 
Nor  would  vouchfafe  to  fet  them  right. 
Away  the  fair  detradlors  went. 
And  gave  by  turns  their  cenfures  vent. 
She  's  not  fo  handfome  in  my  eyes :  410 

For  v/it,  I  wonder  where  it  lies  1 

She  's 
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She  's  fair  and  clean,  and  that  's  the  moft: 

But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toaii? 

A  baby  face;  no  life,  no  air;. 

Bat  what  fhe  learn'd  at  country- fairs ;  415 

Scarce  knows  what  diiference  is  between 

Rich  Flanders  lace  and  Colberteen. 

I  '11  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 

In  flounces  hath  2.  better  fancy ! 

With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  afk  420 

Her  judgement,  how  to  buy  a  mafk. 

We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face. 

She  never  hit  one  proper  place ; 

Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 

Can  do  as  foon  as  fhe  is  told.  ^25 

I  own,  that  out-of-fafhion  ftufF 

Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 

The  girl  might  pafs,  if  we  could  get  her 

To  know  the  world  a  little  better. 

(To  kno-xv  the  nvorld!  a  modern  phrafe  430 

For  vifits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  Ihame, 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  lott  her  aim ; 
Too  late  v/ith  grief  Ihe  underftood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good;  435 

For  great  ex.-unples  are  but  vain. 
Where  ignorance  begets  difdain. 
Both  {ty.t?,y  arm'd  wich  guilt  and  fpite, 
Againfi  VanelTa's  pov/er  unite  : 
To  copy  her,  few  nymphs  afpir'd  ;  440 

Her  virtues  fewer  fwains  admir'd. 

So 
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So  ftars  beyond  a  certam  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Yet  fome  of  either  fex,  endow'd 
With  gifts  fuperior  to  the  croud,  445 

With  virtue,  knowledge,  tafte,  and  wit. 
She  condefcended  to  admit : 
With  pleafmg  arts  fhe  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  their  proper  ufe ; 
And  with  addrefs  each  genius  held  450 

To  that  wherein  it  moft  excell'd ; 
Thus,  making  others'  vv^ifdom  known. 
Could  pleafe  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modeft  youth  faid  fomething  new; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  flrongeft  view.  4^^ 

All  humble  worth  fhe  ftrove  to  raifc; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praife. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach. 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  fhe  would  allow,  460 

Nor  quarrel'd  at  their  awkward  bow; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  fake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make ; 
Whom  Pallas,  once  VanefTa's  tutor. 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coadjutor.  465 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mifchief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain; 
Vows  on  VanefTa's  heart  to  take  470 

Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  fake. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  early  feeds  by  Venus  fown. 

In  fpite  of  Pallas,  now  were  grown; 

And  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 

By  time,  and  ripen  into  love.  475 

The  boy  made  ufe  of  all  his  craft. 

In  vain  difcharging  many  a  (haft. 

Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux: 

Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows ; 

For,  placing  ftill  fome  book  bet-.vixt,  480 

The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd. 

Or,  often  blunted  aud  recoil'd. 

On  Plutarch's  Morals  ftruck,  were  fpoil'd. 

The  Queen  of  Wifdom  could  foreice. 
But  not  prevent  the  Fates'  decree:  4^5 

And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
VanefTa,  though  by  Pallas  taught. 
By  Love  i-ivulnerable  thought. 
Searching  in  books  for  \\ifdom's  aid,.  490 

Was,  in  the  very  fearch,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  loil. 
Yet  ftill  refolvM  to  fpare  no  coft : 
He  could  not  anfvver  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  ftubborn  dame,  495 

A  nymph  {0  hard  to  be  fubdued. 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prud^-. 
I  find,  faid  he,  ihe  wants  a  Do(ftor, 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  inftrud  her : 
I  '11  give  her  what  ihe  moil:  admires,  500 

Among  thofe  venerable  fires. 

Cadenus 
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Cadenus  is  a  fubje<5l  fit. 

Grown  old  in  politicks  and  wit, 

Carefs'd  by  minifters  ex  ftate. 

Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hate.  505 

Whate'er  vexations  love  attend. 

She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 

Her  fex,  v/ith  univerfal  voice. 

Mull  laugh  at  her  capricious  choice, 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ:  510 

'  Vaneffa  much  elieem'd  his  wit. 

And  call'd  for  his  poetic  works : 

Mean  time  the  boy  in  fecret  lurks.; 

And,  while  the  book  was  in  her  hand. 

The  urchin  from  his  private  Hand  515 

Took  aim,  and  fhot  with  all  his  Itrength 

A  dart  of  fuch  prodigious  length. 

It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through. 

And  deep  transfix'd  her  bofom  too. 

Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  reil,  520 

Stuck  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breafl. 

And,  borne  diredly  to  the  heart. 

With  pains  unknown,  increas'd  her  fmart. 

VanefTa,  not.  in  years  a  fcore. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four ;  .525 

Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almoft  blind : 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declin'd  in  health,  advanc'd  in  years. 
She  fancies  mufick  in  his  tongue;  53O 

No  farther  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 

What. 
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What  mariner  is  not  afraid 

To  A^enture  in  a  fhip  decay'd  ? 

What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoke 

A  fapling  with  a  falling  oak  ?  ^3- 

,As  years  increafe,  fne  brighter  fhines  : 

Cadenus  with  each  day  declines : 

And  he  muft  fall  a  prey  to  time. 

While  fhe  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadenu: ,  common  forms  apart,  540 

In  every  fcene  had  kept  his  heart; 
Had  fig'i'd  and  languifh'd,  vow'd  and  writ. 
For  pallime,  or  to  (hew  his  wit. 
But  books,  and  time,  and  ilate  affairs. 
Had  fpoil'd  his  falhionable  airs  :  54- 

He  now  could  praife,  efteem,  approve^ 
But  underftood  net  what  was  love. 
His  condud  might  have  made  him  llyl'd 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took  5^0 

To  fee  the  virgin  mind  her  book. 
Was  but  the  mailer's  fecret  joy 
In  fchool  to  hear  the  fineft  boy. 
Her  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew ; 
She  hourly  prefs'd  for  fomething  new  ;  5^5 

Ideas  came  into  her  mind 
So  fail,  his  leiTons  lagg'd  behind ; 
She  reafon'd,  without  plodding  long. 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgement  wrong. 
But  now  a  fudden  change  was  v/rought:  560 

•She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 

Cadenus 
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Cadenus  was  amaz'd,  to  find 

Such  marks  of  a  diftraded  mind  : 

For,  though  fhe  feem'd  to  liften  more 

To  all  he  fpoke,  than  e'er  before,  ^6^ 

He  found  her  thoughts  would  abfent  range. 

Yet  guefs'd  not  whence  could  fpring  the  change. 

And  lirfl:  he  modeftly  conjedures 

His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  leftures ; 

Which  help'd  to  mortify  i  is  pyide,  1^70 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  elude : 

But,  in  a  mild  dejcdcd  (train. 

At  lafl  he  ventur'd  to  complain; 

Said,  fhe  Qiould  be  no  longer  teas'd. 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  Ihe  pleasM;  575 

Was  now  con  vine 'd  he  acled  wrong. 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  fo  long. 

And  in  dull  Hudies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  fex  and  age ; 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  own'd,  580 

How  fhe  might  fhine  in  the  grand  monde ; 

And  every  fhepherd  was  undone 

To  fee  her  cloifter'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a  vifionary  fcheme : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream;  585 

A  projefl  far  above  his  fkill; 

For  nature  mufl  be  nature  flill. 

If  he  were  bolder  than  became 

A  fcholar  to  a  courtly  dame. 

She  might  excufe  a  man  of  letters;  590 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters : 

And, 
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And,  fmce  his  talk  ofFenfive  grew. 
He  came  to  take  his  laft  adieu. 

Vaneffa,  fill'd  ^^ith  juft  difdain, 
'Would  flill  her  dignity  maintain,  595 

Inftrudled  from  her  early  years 
To  fcorn  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employ'd  his  time  fo  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong ; 
Yet  could  fuch  notions  entertain  6co 

That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vain  ? 
She  ov/n'd  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts ; 
But  he  muft  anfwer  for  her  faults. 
She  well  remember 'd,  to  her  cofl. 
That  all  his  lelTons  were  not  loft.  605 

Two  maxims  Cd.c  could  ftill  produce,  , 

And  fad  experience  taught  their  ufe; 
That  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  ihown. 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own  ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  difclofe  C 10 

Our  inmoft  fecrets  to  our  foes : 
That  common  forms  were  not  deiign'd 
Direftors  to  a  noble  mind. 
Now,  faid  the  nymph,  to  let  you  fee 
My  adions  withyour  rules  agree;  615 

That  I  can  vulgar  forms  defpifc. 
And  have  no  fecrets  to  difguife : 
I  knew,  by  what  you  faid  and  writ, 
How  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit ; 
You  caution'd  me  f.gainft  their  charms,  6zq 

But  never  gave  me^qual.arms; 

Your 
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49 


Your  leflbns  found  the  weakeft  part, 
Aim'd  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart. 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rife 
Shame,  difappointment,  guilt,  furprize.  625 

He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  her  ufual  ftyle : 
And  yet  her  words  were  fo  expreft. 
He  could  not  hope  (he  fpoke  in  jefl. 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confined  630 

To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old  ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place. 
Without  diilinguifhmg  her  face :  635 

Much  lefs  cculd  his  declining  age 
VanefTa^s  earlieft  thoughts  eng:\ge ; 
And,  if  her  youth  indiiFerence  met. 
His  perfon  mull  contempt  beget : 
Or,  grant  her  pallion  be  lincere,  .  640 

How  ihall  his  innocence  be  clear  ? 
Appearances  were  all  fo  ftrong. 
The  world  mud  think  him  in  the  wrong ; 
Would  fay,  he  made  a  treacherous  ufe 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  feduce :  645 

T'he  town  would  fwear,  he  had  betray'd 
By  magic  fpeils  the  harmlefs  maid : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes. 
That  fchoiars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over,  650 

The  tutor  tuni'd  a  mortal  lover  1 

Vol.  XLIL  K  So 
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So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  1 
It  fhew'd  a  true  paternal  care  — 
Five  thoufand  guineas  in  her  purfe ! 
The  Doclor  might  have  fancy'd  v/orfe. — 

Hardly  at  length  he  filence  broke. 
And  faulter'd  every  word  he  fpoke ; 
Interpreting  her  complaifance, 
Juil  as  a  ma.n/a»s  confequence. 

'■ :  She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew : 
Her  manner  now  was  fomething  new ; 
And  what  fhe  fpoke  was  in  an  air 
As  ferious  as  a  -tragic  player. 
Bat  thofe  who  aim  at  ridicule 

>   Should  fix  upon  fome  certain  rule. 
Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jell, 
Elfe  he  muil  enter  his  proteii: : 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  fo  wife. 
He  may  be  caught  with  fober  lies ; 
.  A  fcience  v.-hich  he  never  taught. 
And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought ; 
For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 
'Tis  jufi  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 
But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 

^    Vaneffa  finifh'd  the  difpute. 

Brought  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
That  reafon  was  her  guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himfelf  defcrib'd. 
His  doulrines  when  fhe  firll  imbib'd : 
What  he  had  planted,  now  was  grown ; 
His  virtues  '^z  might  call  her  own ; 
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As  he  approves,  as  he  diflikes. 

Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  fcrikes. 

Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  fall:. 

Attends  us  firft,  and  leaves  us  lafl:  685 

Why  ihe  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 

She  loves  herfelf,  and  that 's  the  matter. 

How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praife 

The  geniufes  of  ancient  days  ! 

(Thofe  authors  he  fo  oft'  had  nam'd,  6po 

For  learning,  wit,  and  wifdom,  fam'd) 

Was  llruck  with  love,  efteem,  and  awe. 

For  perfons  whom  he  never  faw. 

Sappofe  Cadenus  flouriih'd  then. 

He  mull  adore  fuch  god-like  men.  695 

If  one  Ihort  volume  could  comprife 

All  that  was  witty,  learn'd,  and  wife. 

How  would  it  be  efceem'd  and  read,   . 

Although  the  writer  long  were  dead ! 

If  fuch  an  author  were  alive,  700 

How  all  would  for  his  friendihip  ftrive. 

And  come  in  crouds  to  fee  liis  face  1 

And  this  (he  takes  to  be  her  cafe. 

Cadenus  anf^^ers  every  end. 

The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend;  705 

The  utmoil  her  defires  will  reach. 

Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach : 

His  converfe  is  a  fyftem  fit 

Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wit; 

While  every  paflion  of  her  mind  710 

In  him  is  center'd  and  contin'd. 

K  2  Love 
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Love  can  with  fpeech  infplre  a  mute. 
And  taught  VanefTa  to  difpute. 
This  topick,  never  touch'd  before, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  the  more  :  7x5 

Her  knowledge,  with  fuch  pains  acquirM, 
By  this  new  pafTion  grew  infpir'd ; 
Through  this  Ihe  made  all  objects  pafs. 
Which  gave  a  tinfture  o'er  the  mafs ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twine,  720 

Still  to  the  Tea  their  courfc  incline ; 
Or,  as  philofophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  fyllem  to  their  mind. 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit. 
Will  force  all  nature  to  fubmit.  725 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  fufpeft 
Kis  lefTons  would  have  fuch  efredl. 
Or  be  fo  artfully  apply'd, 
Infenfibly  came  on  her  lide. 

It  was  an  unforefeen  event ;  730 

Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant. 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize. 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught,' 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought.  735 

When  jMifs  delights  in  her  fpinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice. 
In  boarding- fchools  may  have  his  choice ; 
And  oft'  the  dancing-mafler's  art  740 

Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 

In 
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In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight. 

The  pedant  gets  a  millrefs  by  't. 

Cadenus,  to  his  grief  and  Ihame, 

Could  fcarce  oppofe  VanefTa's  flame ;  745 

And,  though  her  arguments  were  ftrong. 

At  leall  could  hardly  wirn  them  wrong. 

Ilowe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell. 

But  fure  fhe  never  talk'd  fo  well. 

His  pride  began  to  interpofe;  750 

Preferr'd  before  a  croud  of  beaux ! 

So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unfought  I 

Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought! 

'Tis  merit  mud  with  her  prevail ! 

He  never  knew  her  judgement  fail  I  755 

She  noted  all  (he  ever  read  I 

And  had  a  moil  difcerning  head ! 

'Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  fchools. 
That  flattery  's  the  food  of  fools ; 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit  760 

Will  condefcend  to  take  a  bit. 

So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide. 
He  chofe  to  juftify,  his  pride; 
Conilruing  the  pafTion  (he  had  fhown. 
Much  to  her  praife,  more  to  his  own.  765 

Nature  in  him  had  merit  plac'd. 
In  her  a  moll  judicious  tafie. 
Love,  hitherto  a  tranfient  gueil. 
Ne'er  held  poffeflion  of  his  breafc ; 
So  long  attending  at  the  gate,  770 

Difdain'd  to  enter  in  fo  late. 

K  3  Lc-je 
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Love  why  do  we  one  pafTion  call, 

V/heii  'tis  a  compound  of  them  ail  ? 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  fnarp  and  fweet. 

In  all  their  equipages  meet;  -  ;';? 

Vv'here  pleafures  mix  d  with  pains  appear. 

Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear ; 

Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 

Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage. 

!Hut  friendship,  in  its  greateft  height,  i%{ 

A  conftant,  rational  delight. 

On  virtue's  bafis  fix'd  to  laft. 

When  love  allurements  long  are  paft. 

Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  burn. 

He  gladly  offers  in  return;  78 1 

His  want  of  palTion  will  redeem 

With  gratitude,  refpeft,  efteem  ; 

With  that  devotion  v>'e  bellow, 

W^hen  goddefies  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertains  ygi 

Vaneifa  in  exalted  ftrains. 
The  nymph  in  fober  words  intreats 
A  truce  with  all  fublime  conceits : 
For  why  fuch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  duril  not  read  romances  ?  791 

In  lofty  ftyle  to  make  replies. 
Which  he  had  taught  her  to  defpife  ? 
But  when  her  tutor  will  aifed 
Devotion,  duty,  and  refpeft. 

He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne  ;  goc 

The  government  is  now  her  own; 
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He  has  a  forfeiture  incurr'd; 

She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  ilrange. 

If  both  Ihould  now  their  frations  change.  805 

The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 

The  tutor ;  and  the  pupil,  he : 

Though  fhe  already  can  difcern 

Her  fcholar  is  not  apt  to  learn ; 

Or  wants  capacity  to  reach  8 10 

The  fcience  fne  defigns  to  teach : 

Wherein  his  genius  v/as  below 

The  Ikill  of  every  common  beau. 

Who,  though  he  cannot  fpell,  is  wife 

Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes,  g  i  ^ 

And  will  each  accidental  glance 

Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

Eutwhat  fuccefs  VaneiTa  met. 
Is  to  the  world  a  fjcret  yet. 

Whether  the  nymph,  to  pleafe  her  f.vain,  820 

Talks  in  a  high  romantic  ftrain; 
Or  whether  he  at  laft  defcends 
To  aft  with  lefs  feraphic  ends; 
Or,  to  compound  the  bii finefs,. whether 
They  temper  love  and  books  together;  825 

Muft  never  to  mankind  be  told. 
Nor  lliall  the  confcious  Mufe  unfold. 

Meantime  the  mournful  Queen  of  Love 
Led  but  a  Vv^eary  life  above. 

She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  fkies,  830 

Grown  by  VaneiTa's  conducl  wife ; 

K  4  For, 
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For,  though  by  one  perverfe  event 
Pallas  had  crofs'd  her  firil  intent ; 
Though  her  defign  was  not  obtain'd; 
Yet  had  Ihe  much  experience  gain'd,  835 

And,  by  the  project  vainly  try'd. 
Could  bett;^r  now  the  caufe  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice,  that  both  parties. 
Coram  Regina,  prcx*  die  Martis, 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail,  840 

Come  and  appear,  and  fave  their  bail. 
All  met ;  and,  filence  thrice  proclaim'd> 
One  lawyer  to  each  fide  was  nam'd. 
The  judge  difcover'din  her  face 
Refcntments  for  her  late  difgrace ;      .  845 

And,  fall  of  anger,  ihame,  and  grief, 
Direded  them  to  mind  their  brief. 
Nor  fpend  their  time  to  ftiew  their  reading ; 
She  'd  have  a  fummary  proceeding. 
She  gather'd  under  every  head  850 

The  fum  of  what  each  lav/yer  faid. 
Gave  her  own  reafons  laft,  and  then 
Decreed  the  caufe  againft  the  jnen. 
But,  in  a  v/eighty  cafe  like  this. 
To  fliew  ihe  did  not  judge  amifs,  85  5 

Which  evil  tongues  might  elfe  report. 
She  made  a  fpeech  in  open  court; 
Wherein  Ihe  grievouHy  compjains, 
*^  Plow  {he  was  cheated  by  the  fwains;'* 
On  whofe  petition  (humbly  fhewing,  860 


That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing. 


And 
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And  that,  unlefs  the  fex  would  mend. 

The  race  of  lovers  foon  muil  end)  — 

**  She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expcnce 

*'  To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  renre>  865 

'*  A  model  for  her  fex  defign'd, 

"  Who  never  could  one  lover  find^     , 

"  She  fav/  her  favour  was  mifplac'd ; 

"  The  fellows  had  a  wretched  tafte; 

'•  She  needs  muft  tell  them  to  their  face,.  870 

"  They  were  a  llupid,  fenfelefs  race ; 

*'  And,  were  flie  to  begin  again, 

*'  She  'd  ftudy  to  reform  the  men ; 

"  Or  add  fome  grains  of  folly  more 

"  To  ^Momoi,  than  they  had  before,  87^ 

"  To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot; 

"  And  this,  or  nothing  elfe,  would  do  't. 

*'  This  might  their  mutual  fancy  ilrike, 

**  Since  every  being  loves  its  ULe. 

*'  But  now,  repenting  what  was  done,  $8g 

"  She  left  all  bufmefs  to  her  fon; 
**  She  puts  the  world  in  his  poiTeffion, 
"  And  let  him  ufe  it  at  difcretion.'* 

The  cryer  was  order'd  to  difmifs 
The  court,  fo  made  his  laft  Oyesf  $2c 

The  goddefs  would  no  longer  wait ; 
But,  rifmg  from  her  chair  of  ftate. 
Left  all  below  at  fix  and  feven, 
Harnefs'd  her  doves,  and  flew  to  heaven. 
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TO       LOVE*. 

IN  all  I  vviilr,  how  happy  fhould  I  be. 
Thou  grand  Deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee  !    ' 
So  weak  thou  art,  that  fools  thy  power  defpiie  ; 
And  yetfo  flrong,  thou  triumph'll:  o'er  the  uiie. 
Thy  traps  are  laid  with  fuch  peculiar  art. 
They  catch  the  cautious,  let  the  rafh  depart. 
Moft  nets  are  fiU'd  by  want  of  thought  and  care  : 
But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  fnarej 
Where,  held  by  thee,  in  flavery  we  Ihy, 
And  throw  the  pleafing  part  of  life  away. 
But,  what  does  moll  my  indignation  move, 
Difcretion  1  thou  wert  ne'er  a  friend  to  love : 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  thofe  arts. 
By  which  he  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearts ; 
Wliile  the  blind  loitering  God  is  at  his  play, 
*rhou  ftearO:  his  golden-pointed  darts  away; 
Thofe  darts  which  never  fiii ;  and  in  their  ftead 
Convey'fl  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead : 
The  heedlefs  God,  fufpedling  no  deceits. 
Shoots  on,  and  thinks  he  has  done  wondrous  feats ; 
But  the  poor  nymph  who  feels  her  vitals  burn. 
And  from  her  fhepherd  can  find  no  return. 
Laments,  and  rages  at  the  power  divine. 
When,  curft  Difcretion !  all  the  fault  was  thine : 

*  Found    in  iMifs  Vanhom'i-^irs  defk,  aft:r  her  deatii,  In  the 
lund-wrlting  ot  Dr.  Swift. 


Cupid 
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Cupid  and  Hymen  thou  hall  fet  at  odds. 
And  bred  fuch  feuds  between  thofe  kindred  gods. 
That  Venus  cannot  reconcile  her  fons ; 
When  one  appears,  away  the  other  runs. 
The  former  fcales,  wherein  he  us'd  to  poiie 
Love'againft  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys. 
Are  now  fill'd  up  with  avarice  and  pride. 
Where  titles,  power,  and  riches,  ftiU  fubfide. 
Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  father  run. 
And  tell  him  how  thy  children  are  undone ; 
Prepare  his  bolts  to  give  one  fatal  blow. 
And  Ilrike  Difcretion  to  the  fliades  below. 


H 


ODE     TO     SPRING. 

EY        A        LADY*. 

ATL,  bluHiing  goidefs,  beauteous  Spring, 


Who,  in  thy  jocund  train,  doft  bring 
Loves  and  Graces,  fmiling  Hours, 
Balmy  breezes,  fragrant  flowers; 
Come,  with  tints  of  rofeate  hue. 
Nature's  faded  charms  renew. 

Yet  why  fhould  I  thy  prefence  hail  ? 
To  me  no  more  the  breathing  gale 
Comes  fraught  with  fweets;  no  more  the  rofc 
With  fuch  tranfcendent  beauty  blows. 
As  when  Cadenus  bleft  the  fcene. 
And  fliar'd  with  me  thofe  joys  ferene ; 
When,  unperceiv'd,  the  lambent  fire 
Of  friendfhip  kindled  new  defire : 
*  This  and  the  next  ode  have  been  afciibsd  to  Vanella. 

Slill 
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Still  llfcening  to  Lis  tuneful  tongue, 
The  truths,  which  angels  might  have  fung. 
Divine,  imprerc  their  gentle  fway. 
And  f/zeetl/  ftole  my  foul  away. 
My  guide,  inilruAor,  lover,  friend, 
(Dear  names!)  in  one  idea  blend; 
Oh !  ftiil  conjoin'd,  your  incenfe  rife. 
And  v/aft  fwcet  odours  to  the  ikies ! 


o 


ODE     TO    WISDOM. 

BY       THE        SAME. 

H,  Pallas !  I  invoke  thy  aid  1 


Vcuchafe  to  hear  a  wretched  maid. 

By  tender  love  depreft ; 
'Tis  juil:  that  thou  fhould'ft  heal  the  fmart 
Infilcled  by  thy  fubtle  art. 

And  calm  my  troubled  breaft. 

No  random-fhot  from  Cupid's  bow. 
But  by  thy  guidmce,  fofc  and  flow. 

It  funk  v/itliin  my  heart ; 
Thus,  Love  being  arm'd  with  Wifdom's  force. 
In  vain  I  try  to  flop  its  courfe. 

In  vain  repel  the  dart. 

O  goddefs  1  break  the  fatal  league  ; 
Let  Love,  with  Folly  and  Intrigue, 

More  iit  aflbciates  find ! 
And  thou  alone  within  my  breaft, 
O !  deign  to  foothe  my  griefs  to  reft. 

And  heal  my  tortur'd  mind. 


A  RE- 
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A    REBUS.     By  Vanessa, 

CUT  the  name  cf  the  man*  who  his  miftrefs  deny*d. 
And  let  the  firft  of  it  be  only  apply 'd 
To  join  with  the  prophetf  who  David  did  chide; 
Then  fay  what  a  horfe  is  that  runs  very  fait  J ; 
And  that  which  dcferves  to  be  firflput  the  laft; 
Spell  all  then,  and  put  them  together,  to  find 
The  Name  and  the  Virtues  of  him  I  defign'd. 
Like  the  Patriarch  in  Egypt,  he  's  vers'd  in  the  ftate; 
Like  the  Prophet  in  Jewry,  he  's  free  with  the  great; 
Like  a  racer  he  flies,  to  fuccour  with  fpeed. 
When  his  friends  want  liis  aid,  or  defert  is  in  need. 


THE    DEAN'S     ANSWER. 

THE  nymph  who  wrote  this  in  an  amorous  fit, 
I  cannot  but  envy  the  pride  of  her  wit. 
Which  thus  fhe  will  venture  profufely  to  throw 
On  fo  mean  a  defigriy  and  2./ubjeSi  fo  low. 
For  mean  's  her  dejign,  and  h.tv/ubje£i  as  mean. 
The  firll  but  a  Rebus,  the  laft  but  a  Dean. 
A  Dean  's  but  a  parfon :  and  what  is  a  Rebus  ? 
A  thing  never  known  to  the  Mufes  or  Phoebus. 
The  corruption  of  V3rfe;  for,  when  all  is  done. 
It  is  but  a  paraphraje  made  on  a  pun. 
But  a  genius  like  her's  no  fubjed  can  flifie. 
It  ihews  and  difcovers  itfelf  through  a  trifle. 


Jc-feph.         f  Nathan.  J  ^ivljt. 


By 
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Ey  reading  this  trifiey  I  quickly  began 

To  find  her  a  great  tvit,  but  the  dean  a  fmall  man. 

Rich  ladies  will  furnifh  their  garrets  with  fluff, 

"WTiich  others  for  mantuas  would  think  fine  enough : 

So  the  ^vh  that  is  lavifhly  thrown  away  here. 

Might  furnilh  a  fccond-rate  pcet  a  year. 

Thus  much  for  the  'verje\  we  proceed  to  the  next. 

Where  the  Nymph  had  entirely  forfaken  her  text  : 

Her  fine  panegyricks  are  quite  out  of  feafon. 

And  w^hat  ^e  dcfcribes  to  be  merit  is  treofon  : 

The  changes  which  fadion  has  made  in  the  flate. 

Have  put  the  dearies  politicks  quite  out  of  date : 

Now  no  one  regards  what  he  utters  with  freedom. 

And,  Ihould  he  write  pamphlets ^   no  great  man  would 

read  'em; 
And  fhould  nA;aKt  or  defer t  Hand  in  need  of  his  nid, 
This^r^f^r  would  prove  but  a  dull-founder'dyW<f. 

HORACE,  B.  II.  ODE  I.  PARAPHRASED. 
AddrefTed  to  Richard  Steele,  Efq.  17 14. 

**  En  qui  promittit  cives,  urbem  fibi  curse, 

*'  Imperium  fore,  &  Italiam,  &  delibra  denrum." 

HoR.  I  Sjt.  vi.  34. 

DICK,  thou  'rt  refolv'd,  as  I  am  tolJ, 
Some  llrange  arcana  to  unfold. 
And,  with  the  help  of  Buckley's  pen. 
To  vamp  the  good  old  caufe  again. 
Which  thou  (fuch  Burnet's  fhrewd  ad\ice  is)  5 

||Lluft  furbifli  up,  and  nickname  Crifis. 

Tiiou 
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Thou  pompoufly  wilt  let  U3  know 

What  all  the  world  knew  long  ago, 

(E'er  fince  Sir  William  Gore  was  mayor^ 

TlndHarley  fill'd  the  Commons'  chair)  10 

That  we  a  German  Prince  muft  own 

When  Anne  for  heaven  refigns  her  throne. 

But,  more  than  that,  thou  'It  keep  a  rout 

With — who  is  in — and  who  is  out ; 

Thou  'It  rail  devoutly  at  the  peace ^  • .  I  ^ 

And  all  its  fecret  caufes  trace. 

The  bucket -play  'twixt  Whigs  and  Tories, 

Their  ups  and  downs,  with  fifty  llories 

Of  tricks  the  Lord  of  Oxford  knows. 

And  errors  of  our  Plenipocs.  2  3 

Thou  'It  tell  of  leagues  among  the  great. 

Portending  ruin  to  our  ilate ; 

And  of  that  dreadful  coup  cC eclat. 

Which  has  afforded  thee  much  chat. 

The  Queen,  forfooth,  (^i/^/ij/zV^  gave  -25 

Twelve  coronets  v/ithout  thy  leave ! 

A  breach  of  liberty,  'tis  own'd. 

For  which  no  heads  have  yet  aton'd ! 

Believe  me,  what  thou  'ft  undertaken 

May  bring  in  jeopardy  thy  bacon  ;  •  30 

For  madmen,  children,  wits,  and  fools. 

Should  never  meddle  with  edg'd  tools. 

But,  fmce  thou  'rt  got  into  the  fire. 

And  canft  not  eafily  retire. 

Thou  muft  no  longer  deal  \xi  farce,  35 

Nor  pump  to  cobble  wicked  verfe ; 

Until 
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Until  thou  {halt  have  eas'd  thy  confcience. 

Of  fpleen,  of  politicks,  and  nonfenfe; 

And,  when  thou  'ft  bid  adieu  to  cares. 

And  fettled  Europe's  grand  affairs,  40 

*Twill  then,  perhaps,  be  worth  thy  while 

For  Drury-Lane  to  fhape  thy  ftyle  : 

**  To  make  a  pair  of  Jolly  fellows, 

"  The  fon  and  father  join,  to  tell  us 

*'  How  fens  may  i'afely  difobey,  45 

"  And  fathers  never  ftiould  fay  nay; 

*'  By  which  wife  condud  they  grow  friends 

*'  At  lail — and  fo  the  llory  ends*/' 

When  iirfl  I  knew  thee,  Dick,  thou  wert 
Renown'd  for  ikill  in  Fauilus'  artf,  .50 

Which  made  thy  clofet  much  frequented 
By  buxom  laffes — fome  repented 
Their  lucklefs  ciioice  of  hufbands — others. 
Impatient  to  be  like  their  mothers, 
Recciv'd  from  thee  profound  direclions  55 

How  beft  to  fettle  their  affections. 
Thus  thou,  a  friend  to  the  diRrcfs'd, 
Didfl  in  thy  calling  do  thy  beft. 

But  now  the  Senate  (if  tilings  hity 
And  thou  at  Stockbridgc  v/ert  not  bi:)  60 

*  This  is  faid  to  be  a  plot  of  a  comedy  w'th  which  ^Tr. 
Steele  has  long  threatene  !  the  tuwn.  Swift. — In  fome  par- 
ticulars it  wou!.d  apply  to  **  The  Confcious  Lovers." 

•j-  There  were  foms  tolerable  ground';  for  this  reflexion.  Mr. 
Steele  had  actually  a  laboratory  at  Pophr. 

Mufl 
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Muft  feel  thy. eloquence  and  fire, 
Approve  thy  fchemes,  thy  wit  admire. 
Thee  with  hnmortal  honours  crown, 
Whilil,  Patriot-like,  thou  'It  ftrut  and  frown. 

What  though  by  enemies  'tis  faid,  6^ 

The  laurel  v.hich  adorns  thy  head. 
Mall  one  day  come  in  competition 
By  virtue  of  fome  fly  petition : 
Yet  mum  for  that ;  hope  flill  the  beft. 
Nor  let  fuch  cares  diHurb  thy  rell.  70 

Tvlethinks  I  hear  thee  loud  as  trumpet. 
As  bag-pipe  fhrill,  or  oyfter-ilrumpet ; 
Methinks  I  fee  thee,  fpruce  and  fine. 
With  coat  embroider'd  riclily  ihine. 
And  dazzle  all  the  idol-faces  75 

As  through  the  hall  thy  worlhip  paces ; 
(Though  this  I  fpeak  but  at  a  venture, 
Suppoimg  thou  haft  tick  with  Hunter) 
Methinks  I  fee  a  black-guard  rout 
Attend  thy  coach,  and  hear  them  fliout  80 

In  approbation  of  thy  tongue. 
Which  (in  their  ftyle)  is  purely  hung. 
Now !  now  you  carry  all  before  you ! 
Nor  dares  one  Jacobite  or  Tory 
Pretend  to  anf ver  one  lyl — lable,  85 

Except  the  matchlefs  hero  Abel*. 
What  though  her  highnefs  and  her  fpcuf^ 
In  Antwerpf  keep  a  frugal  houfe, 

•  Abel  Roper, 

•|  Where  the  Duke  of  Malborough  then  reGded. 

Vol.  XIII.  L  Yet, 
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Yet,  not  forgetful  of  a  friend. 

They  '11  foon  enable  thee  to  fpend,  190 

If  to  Macartney*  thou  will  toaft. 
And  to  his  pious  patrott's  ghofi. 
c  Now  manfully  thou  'It  run  a  tilt 
"  On  popes,  foi  all  the  blood  they  've-fpilt, 
"  For  malTacres,  and  racks,  and  flames,  95 

"  For  lands  enrick'd  by  crimfon  ilreams, 
*'  For  inquifitions  taught  by  Spain, 
*'  Of  which  the  Chiiftian  world  complain." 
Dick,  we  agree — all 's  true  thou  'ft  faid. 
As  that  my  Mufe  is  yet  a  maid.  100 

But,  if  I  may  with  freedom  talk. 
All  this  is  foreign  to  thy  walk : 
Thy  genius  has  perhaps  a  knack 
At  trudging  in  a  beaten  track. 

But  is  {qx  Ji  ate -affairs  as  fit  IC5 

As  mine  for  politicks  and  wit. 
Then  let  us  both  in  time  grow  wife. 
Nor  higher  than  our  talents  rife ; 
To  fome  fnug  cellar  let  's  repair 
From  duns  and  debts,  and  drown  our  care;         no 
Now  quaff  ofhoneft  ale  a  quart. 
Now  venture  at  a  pint  of  port. 
With  which:  infpir'd,  we  '11  club  each  night 
Some  tender  fomiet  to  indite. 
And  with  Tom  D'Urfey,  Philips,  Dennis,  115 

Immortalize  our  Dolls  and  Jenneys. 

•  General  Macartney,  who  killed  Dakc  Hamilten. 

HORACE. 
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John  Dennis  the  fheltering  Poet^s  Invitation 
to  Richard  Steele,  the  fecluded  Party-writer, 
and  Member,  to  come  and  live  with  him  in 
The  Mint.     1714*. 

Fit  toTjc  bound  up  with  The  Crisis. 

IF  thou  canft  lay  afide  a  fpendthrift's  air. 
And  condefcend  to  feed  on  homely  fare. 
Such  as  we  Minters,  with  ragouts  unflor'd. 
Will,  in  defiance  of  the  law,  afford : 
QuiL  thy  patrols  with  Toby's  Chriftmas-box',  ^ 

And  come  to  me  at  The  Two  Fighting  Cocks; 
Since  printing  by  fubfcription  now  is  grown 
The  ftaleft,  idleft  cheat  about  the  town ; 
And  ev'n  Charles  Gildon,  who,  a  Papift  bred. 
Has  an  alarm  againil  that  worfiiip  fpread,  10 

Is  pradlifmg  thofe  beaten  paths  of  cruifing. 
And  for  new  levies  on  Propofals  mufing. 

'Tis  true,  that  Bloomfbury  Square  's  a  noble  place: 
But  what  are  lofty  buildings  in  thy  cafe  ? 
What  's  a  fine  houfe  embellifh'd  to  profufion,  1 5; 

Where  Ihouldcr-dabbers  are  in  execution  ? 
Or  whence  its  timorous  tenant  feldom  fallies. 
But  apprehenfive  of  infulting  bailiffs? 

*  This  and  tlie  preceding  poem  are  printed  from  copies  in  the 
Lambeth  Library,  K,  i,  2,  29,  30.  4to, 

L  2  This 
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This  once  be  mindful  of  a  friend's  adWce, 

And  ceafe  to  be  improvidently  nice  ;  20 

Exchange  the  profpedls  that  delude  tfiy  fight. 

From  Highgate*s  fteep  afcent,  andHampftead's  height. 

With  verdant  fcenes,  that,  from  St.  George's  field. 

More  durable  and  faf  j  enjoyments  yield. 

Here  I,  ev'n  I,  that  ne'er  till  now  could  find         25 
Eafe  to  my  troubled  and  fufpicious  mind. 
But  ever  was  with  jcaloufies  polTcfs'd, 
Am  in  a  Hate  of  indolence  and  reft; 
Fearful  no  more  of  Frenchmen  in  difguife. 
Nor  looking  upon  ftrangers  as  on  fpies,  30 

But  quite  divefled  of  my  former  fpleen. 
Am  unprovok'd  without  and  calm  within  : 
And  here  I  '11  wait  thy  coming,  till  the  fun 
Shall  its  diurnal  courfe  completely  run. 
Think  not  that  thou  of  fturdy  butt  (halt  fail ;  55 

My  landlord's  cellar  's  ftock'd  with  beer  and  ale, 
V/iih  every  fort  of  malt  that  is  in  ufe. 
And  every  county's  generous  produce. 
The  ready  (for  here  Chriftian  faith  is  fick. 
Which  makes  us  feldom  trefpafs  upon  rick)  40 

Inftandy  brings  the  choice  ft  liquors  out, 
Whether  we  afk  for  home-brew'd  or  for  ftout. 
For  mead  or  cyder,  or,  with  dainties  fed, 
Rin"-  for  a  flafk  or  two  of  white  or  red. 
Such  as  the  drawer  will  not  fail  to  fvvear  45 

Was  drunk  by  Pilkington  when  third  time  mayor. 
That  name,  methinks,  fo  popularly  known 
For  oppofidon  to  the  church  and  crown. 

Might 
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Might  make  the  Lufitanian  grape  to  pafs. 

And  almoft  give  a  fandion  to  the  glafs  ;  50 

Efpecially  with  thee,  whofe  hafty  zeal 

Againft  the  late  rejcdled  commerce- bill 

Made  thee  rife  up,  like  an  audacious  elf. 

To  (io  the  Jpeaker  honour y  not  txhylelf. 

But,  if  thou  foar'ft  above  the  common  prices,        55 
By  virtue  of  fubfcription  to  thy  Crifis, 
And  nothing  can  go  down  with  thee,  but  wines 
Prefs'd  from  Eurrundian  and  Campanian  vines. 
Bid  them  be  brought ;  for,  though  1  hate  the  French, 
I  love  their  liquors,  as  though  lov'll  a  wench ;  t)0 

Eife  thou  mult  humble  thy  expenUve  tafte. 
And,  with  us,  hold  contentment  for  a  feaft. 

The  fire's  already  lighted  ;  and  the  maid 
Has  a  clean  cloth  upon  the  table  laid. 
Who  never  on  a  Saturday  had  llruck,  65 

Bat  for  thy  entertainment,  up  a  buck. 
1'hink  of  this  a^  of  grace,  which  by  your  leave 
Sufan  would  not  have  done  on  Eafler  Eve, 
Held  ihe  not  been  inform'dover  and  over, 
*Twas  for  th'  ingenious  Author  of  The  Lover.  7c 

Ceafe  therefore  to  beguile  thy felf  with  hopes. 
Which  is  no  more  than  making  fandy  ropes. 
And  quit  the  vain  porfait  of  loud  applaufe. 
That  muft  bewilder  thee  in  faclion's  caufe. 
Pry'thee  what  is't  to  thee  w^ho  guides  the  ftate  ?        75 
Why  Dunkirk's  demolition  is  fo  late  ? 
Or  why  her  Majelly  thinks  fit  to  ceafe 
The  din  of  war.,  und  hudi  the  world  to  peace  ? 

L  3  The 
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The  clergy  too,  without  thy  aid,  can  tdl 

What  texts  to  choofe,  and  on  what  topicks  dwell ;    go 

And,  uninflruded  by  thy  babbling,  teach 

Their  flocks  celeftial  happinefs  to  reach. 

Rather  let  fuch  poor  fouls  as  you  and  I 

Say  that  the  holy  days  are  drawing  nigh. 

And  that  to-morrow's  fun  begins  the  week,  S5 

Which  will  abound  with  (lore  of  ale  and  cake. 

With  hams  of  bacon,  and  \\ith  powder'd  beef, 

Stuir'd  to  give  field-itinerants  relief. 

Then  I,  who  have  within  thefe  precin<5ls  kept. 
And  ne'er  beyond  the  chimney-fwecper's  ftept,         90 
Will  take  a  loofe,  and  venture  to  be  fecn. 
Since  'twill  be  Sunday,  upon  Shanks's  green; 
There,  with  erefted  looks  and  phrafe  fublime. 
To  talk  of  unity  of  place  and  time. 
And  with  much  malice,  mix'd  with  little  fatire,         95 
Explode  the  wits  on  t'other  fide  o'th'  v/ater. 

Why  iias  my  Lord  Godolphin's  fpccLil  grace 
Invefted  me  with  a  queen's-waiter's  place. 
If  I,  debarr'd  of  feftival  delights. 
Am  not  allow'd  to  fpend  the  perquilites  ?  lOO 

He  's  but  a  Ihort  remove  from  being  mad. 
Who  at  a  time  of  jubilee  is  fad; 
And,  like  a  griping  ufurer,  does  fpare 
His  money  to  beP-^uander'd  by  his  heir; 
Flutter'd  av/ay  in  liverits  and  in  coaches,  105 

And  wafliy  forts  of  feminme  debauches. 
As  for  my  part,  whate'er  the  world  may  think, 
I  'U  bid  adieu  to  gravity-,  and  drink  i 

And, 
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And,  though  I  can't  put  off  a  woeful  mien. 
Will  be  all  mirth  and  cheer fulnefs  within:  no 

As,  in  defpight  of  a  cenforious  race, 
I  moft  incontinently  fuck  my  face. 
What  mighty  projedls  does  not  he  defign, 
Whofe  fcomach  flows,  and  brain  turns  round  with  wine  ? 
Wine,  powerful  wine,  can  thaw  the  frozen  cit^  1 1 5 

And  fafhion  him  to  humour  and  to  wit ; 
Makes  even  S****  to  difclofe  his  art. 
By  racking  every  fecret  from  his  heart. 
As  he  flings  off  the  fl:atefman's  fly  difguifc. 
To  name  the  cuckold's  wife  with  whom  he  lies.       12a 
Ev'n  Sarum,  when  he  quaffs  it  Head  of  tea. 
Fancies  himfelf  in  Canterbury's  fee; 
And  S******^  when  he  caroufmg  reels. 
Imagines  that  he  has  regain'd  the  feals : 
V/******,  by  virtue  of  its  juice,  can  light,  125 

And  Stanhope  of  commiflioners  make  light.  • 
Wine  gives  Lord  William  aptitude  of  parts. 
And  fvvells  him  with  his  family's  deferts : 
Whom  can  it  not  make  eloquer.t  of  fpeech  ? 
Whom  in  extremei^  poverty  not  rich?  130 

Since,  by  the  means  of  the  prevailing  grape, 
Th****n  can  Lechmere's  warmth  not  only  ape. 
But,  half-fcas-o'er,  by.  its  infpiring  bounties. 
Can  quaiiiy  himfelf  in  feveral  counties. 
What  I  have  fi-omis'd,  thou  mayfc  refl  afTur'd,         135, 
Shall  faithfully  and  gladly  be  procur'd. 
Nay,  1  'm  alreadj^  better  than  my  word,  - 
"/  plates  and  knives  adorn  the  jovial. board: 

L  J.  Ae^^ 
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And,  left  thou  at  their  fight  fhciildil-  make  v/ry  faces. 
The  girl  has  icowcr'd  the  pots,  i.nd  wafh'd  the  glafies, 
Ta'en  care  fo  excellently  well  to  clean  'em. 
That  thou  mavR  fee  thine  o-wn  dear  pitflure  in  'em. 

Moreover,  due  provifion  has  been  made. 
That  converfation  may  not  be  betray'd  j 
I  have  no  company  but  what  is  proper  145 

To  fi::  with  the  moft  flagrant  Whig  at  fupper. 
There  's  not  a  man  among  them  but  muft  pleafe. 
Since  they  're  as  like  each  other  as  are  peas. 
7'olnnd  and  Hare  have  jointly  fent  me  word, 
^[Tiey  11  come  ;  and  Kennet  thinks  to  make  a  third,     1 5  o 
Provided  he  'as  no  other  inv.'ration, 
Frcnl  men  of  greater  quality  and  ftation. 
Room  v.iU  for  Oldmixon  and  J — s  be  left ; 
Bat  their  difccurfes  fmell  too  much  of  theft: 
There  would  be  no  abiding  in  the  room,  155 

Should  two  fuch  ignorant  pretenders  come. 
However,  by  this  trufty  bearer  write. 
If  I  fliould  any  otiier  fcabs  invite ; 
Though  if  I  may  my  ferious  judgement  give, 
I  'm  wholly  for  King  Charles'3  number  five:  160 

That  was  the  flint  in  which  that  monarch  fix'd, 
Who  would  not  be  with  noiilncfj  perplcx'd  : 
And  that,  if  thou  'It  agree  to  think  it  bell:. 
Shall  be  our  tale  of  heads,  without  one  other  gueft. 

I  've  nothing  more,  now  this  is  faid,  to  fay,  165 

But  to  requeft  thou  'It  inllantly  away. 
And  leave  the  duties  of  thy  prefent  poll. 
To  fome  well-fkill'd  reiainer  to  a  hoflj 

Doubtlefs 
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Doubtlefs  he  '11  carefully  thy  place  fupply. 

And  o'er  his  grace's  horfes  have  an  eye. 

While  thou,  who  'H  flunk  through  poftern  more  than 

once, 
Doft  by  that  means  avoid  a  croud  of  duns. 
And,  croffing  o'er  the  Thames  at  Temple-flairs, 
Leav'ft  Philips  with  good  words  to  cheat  their  ears. 

To  LORD  HARLEY,  on  his  Marriage,  1713. 

AMONG  the  numbers  who  employ 
Their  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  joy. 
Dear  Harley  I  generous  youth,  admit 
What  friendfnip  didates  more  than  wit. 

Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  frequent  obfervations  taught) 
A  fpifit  fo  inform'd  as  yours 
Could  never  profper  in  amours. 
The  God  of  Wit,  and  Light,  and  Arts, 
With  all-acquir'd  and  natural  parts, 
Whofe  harp  could  favage  beaHs  enchant. 
Was  an  unfortunate  gallant. 
Had  Bacchus  after  Daphne  reel'd. 
The  Nymph  had  foon  been  brought  to  yield : 
Or,  had  embroider'd  Mars  purfued. 
The  Nymph  would  ne'er  have  been  a  prude. 
Ten  thoufand  footfteps,  full  in  view, 
Mark  out  the  way  where  Daphne  flew : 
For  fuch  is  all  the  kx's  flight. 
They  fly  from  learning,  wit,  and  light : 

They 


,54  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

They  fly,  and  none  can  overtake 
But  Ibme  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 

How  then,  dear  Harley,  could  I  guefs 
That  you  Ihould  meet,  in  love,  fuccefs  r 
For,  if  thofs  antient  tales  be  true, 
Phoebus  was  beautiful  as  you : 
Yet  Daphne  never  flack'd  her  pace. 
For  \vit  and  learning  fpoil'd  his  face. 
And,  fince  the  fame  refemblancc  held 
In  gifts  wherein  you  both  excellM, 
I  fancy'd  every  nymph  would  run    . 
From  you,  as  from  La.tona's  fon. 

Then  where,  faid  I,  fhall  Harley  find 
A  virgin  of  fuperior  mind, 
Wi:h  mt  and  virtue  to  difcover. 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover  ? 

This  character  fhail  Ca'endilh  claim. 
Born  to  retrieve  her  fex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  the  gliUeririg  crowd,  . 
Of  tides,  birtli,  and  fortune  proud, 
(As  fools  are  infolent  and  vain) 
Madly  af  jir'd  to  v/ear  her  chain : 
Bat  Pallas,  guardian  of  the  Maid, 
Defcending  to  her  charge's  aid, 
Held  cut  Medufa's  fnaky  locks. 
Which  ftupify'd  them  all  to  ilocks. 
The  Nymph  with  indignadon  view'd 
The  dull,  the  noify,  and  the  lewd : 
For  Pallas,  v.ith  celeilial  light. 
Had  purify'd  her  mortal  fight; 


Shew'd 
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Shew'd  her  the  virtues  all  combin'd, 
P'refh  blooming,  in  young  Harley's  mind. 

Terreftrial  nymphs,  by  former  arts, 
D-fplay  their  various  nets  for  hearts : 
Their  looks  are  all  by  method  fet, 
When  to  be  prude,  and  when  coquette; 
Yet,  wanting  fkill  and  power  to  chufe,, 
Their  only  pride  is  to  refufe. 
But,  when  a  goddefs  would  beflow 
Her  love  on  fome  bright  youth  bclow> 
Round  all  the  earth  ihe  cafts  her  eyes  j 
And  then,  defcending  from  the  fkies. 
Makes  choice  of  him  fhe  fancies  beft. 
And  bids  the  ravilh'd  youth  be  blefs'd. 

Thus  the  bright  Emprefs  of  the  Morn 
Chofe,  for  her  fpcufe,  a  mortal  born  : 
The  Goddefs  made  advances  firft; 
Elfe  what  afpiring  hero  durft  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgin  of  fifteen. 
She  bluilies  when  by  mortals  feen ; 
Still  bluPaes,  and  with  fpeed  retires. 
When  Sol  purfues  her  with  his  fires. 

Diana  thus,  Heaven's  chaftefl  queen. 
Struck  with  Endymion's  graceful  mien> 
Down  from  her  filver  chariot  came. 
And  to  the  Shepherd  own'd  her  flame. 

Thus  Ca'endifh,  as  Aurora  bri  ht. 
And  chafter  than  the  Queen  of  Night, 
Defcended  from  her  fphere,  to  find 
A  mortal  of  fuperior  kind. 

IN 
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IN     SICKNESS. 

Written  in  I  r  e  l  a  n  d ,  Odober,  1 7 1 4. 

I S  true — then  why  iliould  I  repine 


'T 


To  fee  my  life  fo  fa(l  decline  ? 
Bat  why  obfcurely  here  alone. 
Where  I  am  neither lov'd  nor  known? 
My  flate  of  health  none  care  to  learn ; 
JMy  life  is  here  no  f-ul's  concern: 
And  thofe  with  whom  I  now  converfe. 
Without  a  tear  will  tend  my  hcarfe. 
l\emov'd  from  Icind  Arbuthnot's  aid. 
Who  knows  his  art,  but  not  his  trade. 
Preferring  his  regard  for  mc 
Before  his  credit  or  his  fee. 
Some  formal  vifits,  looks,  and  words. 
What  mere  humanity  affords, 
I  meet  perhaps  from  three  or  four, 
From  whom  I  once  cxpc<fted  more ; 
Which  thofe  who  tend  the  fick  for  pay- 
Can  act  as  decently  as  they : 
13  at  no  obliging  tender  friend 
To  help  at  my  approaching  end. 
My  life  is  now  a  burden  grown 
1  o  others,  ere  it  be  my  own. 

Ye  formal  weepers  for  the  fick. 
In  your  laft  ofRces  be  quick ; 
And  fpare  my  abfent  friends  the  grief 
To  hear,  yet  give  me  no  relief; 
Lxpir'd  to-day,  intomb'd  to-morrow. 
When  known,  will  fave  a  double-forrow. 


The 
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The  fable  of    the    BITCHES. 

"VViitten  in  the  Year  1715. 

On  an  Attempt  to  repeal  the  Test  Act. 

A  BITCH  that  was  full  pregnant  gro\vn. 
By  all  the  dogs  and  curs  in  town. 
Finding  her  ripen'd  time  was  come. 
Her  Utter  teeming  from  her  womb. 
Went  here  and  there,  and  every  where. 
To  find  an  eafy  place  to  !ay-her. 

At  length  to  Mufick's  houfe*  (he  came. 
And  begg'd  like  one  both  blind  and  lame ; 
"  My  only  friend,  my  dear,"  faid  (he, 
'*  You  fee  'tis  mere  neceffity 
**  Hath  fent  me  to  your  houfe  to  whelp; 
**  I  'II  die,  if  you  deny  your  help." 

With  fawning  whine,  and  rueful  tone. 
With  artful  figh  and  feigned  groan. 
With  couchant  cringe,  and  flattering  tale. 
Smooth  Bawt/f  did  fo  far  prevail. 
That  Mufick  gave  her  leave  to  litter : 
But  mark  what  followed — faith !  fhe  bit  her. 

Whole  bafkets  full  of  bits  and  fcraps. 
And  broth  enough  to  fill  her  paps ; 


*  The  Church  of  Enghnd. 

f  A  Scotch  name  for  a  bitch  j  alluding  to  the  kirk. 


For, 
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For,  well  fhe  knew,  her  numerous  brood. 
For  want  of  milk,  would  fuck  her  blood. 

But  when  fhe  thought  her  pains  were  done. 
And  now  'twas  high  time  to  be  gone ; 
In  civil  terms, — "  My  friend,"  fays  fhe, 
*'  My  houfe  you  've  had  on  courtefy; 
"  And  now  1  earneftly  defire, 
**  That  you  would  with  your  cubs  retire : 
"  **  For,  ihould  you  ftay  but  one  week  longer, 
"  I  fhall  be  ftarv'd  with  cold  and  hunger." 

The  guell  reply'd — "  My  friend,  your  leave 
"  I  muft  a  little  longer  crave ; 
**  Stay  till  my  tender  cubs  can  find 
"  Their  way — for  now,  you  fee,  they  *re  blmd; 
"  But,  when  we  've  gather'd  llrength,  I  fwear, 
**  We  '11  to  our  bam  again  repair." 

The  timepafs'd  on;  and  Mufick  came. 
Her  kennel  once  again  to  claim; 
But  Bawty,  loll  to  fhame  and  honour. 
Set  all  lier  cubs  at  once  upon  her; 
Made  her  retire,  and  quit  her  right. 
And  loudly  cry'd— "  A  bite !  a  bite  I" 

THE        MORAL. 

Thus  did  the  Grecian  wooden  horfe 
Conceal  a  fatal  armed  force : 
No  fooner  brought  within  the  walls. 
But  Ilium  's  loft,  and  Priam  falls. 

HORACr. 
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HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  11. 
TO    THE     EARL     OF     OXFORD, 

LATE     LORD     TREASURER, 
Sent   to   him   when   in    the  Tower,    1716. 

HOW  bleft  is  he  who  for  his  country  dies. 
Since  Death  purfues  the  coward  as  he  flies ! 
The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  Fate's  attack. 
With  trembling  knees  and  terror  at  his  back ; 
Though  Fear  fhould  lend  him  pinions  like  the  wind. 
Yet  fwifter  Fate  will  feize  him  from  behind. 

Virtue  repuls'd,  yet  knows  not  to  repine. 
But  fhall  with unattainted  honour  Ihine; 
Nor  ftoops  to  take  t\\Q  J}aff* y  nor  lays  it  down,  ' 
Juil  as  the  rabble  pleafe  to  fmile  or  frown. 

Virtue,  to  crown  her  favourites,  loves  to  try 
Some  new  unbeaten  pafTage  to  the  fky ; 
Where  Jove  a  feat  among  the  gods  will  give 
To  thofe  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 

Next,  faithful  Silence  hath  a  fure  reward; 
Within  our  breaft  be  every  fecret  barr'd! 
He  who  betrays  his  friend,  (hall  never  be 
Under  one  roof,  or  in  one  fhip,  with  me. 
For  who  with  traitors  would  his  fafety  truft, 
Xeft,  'Aath  the  wicked,  heaven  involve  the  juft  ? 
And,  though  the  villain  'fcape  awhile,  he  feels 
Slow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heels. 

*  The  enfjgn  of  the  Lord  Treafurer's  office. 

PHYLLIS 
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PHYLLIS; 

O  R, 

THE   PROGRESS    OF   LOVE,    1716. 

DESPONDING  Phyllis  was  endued 
With  every  talent  of  a  prude : 
She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near; 
Salute  her,  and  fhe  turn'd  her  cur ; 
If  o'er  againll  her  you  were  plac'd. 
She  durft  not  look  above  your  waill : 
She  'd  rather  take  you  to  her  bed. 
Than  let  you  fee  her  drefs  her  head : 
In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  croud. 
Repeat  the  abjolution  loud  ; 
In  church,  fccure  behind  her  fan. 
She  durll  behold  that  monfter  man ; 
There  pradis'd  how  to  place  her  head. 
And  bit  her  lips  to  make  them  red ; 
Or,  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneeling. 
Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  cieling. 
And  heave  her  bofom  unaware. 
For  neighbouring  beaux  to  fee  it  bare. 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  came. 
And  found  admittance  to  the  dame. 
Suppofc  all  parties  now  agreed. 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  fcc'd. 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  befpokc  : 
Guefs,  how  could  fuch  a  match  be  broke? 

Sec 
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-  ee  tlien  what  mortals  place  their  blifs  in  ! 
Next  morn  betimes  the  bride  was  milling : 
The  mother  fcream'cl,  the  father  chid; 
V/here  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  news  of  Phyl !  the  bridegroom  came. 
And  thought  his  bride  had  Ikulk'd  for  Ihame-; 
Becaufe  her  father  us'd  to  fay. 
The  girl  had  fuch  a  bajhful  •■ivay  ! 

Now  John  the  butler  muft  be  font 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went. 
The  groom  was  wilh'd  to  faddle  Crop; 
For  John  muft  neither  light  nor  flop. 
But  find  her,  wherefoe'er  fhe  fled. 
And  bring  her  back,  alive  or  dead. 

See  here  again  the  devil  to  do  1 
For  truly  John  was  mining  too : 
The  horfe  and  pillion  both  were  gone! 
Phyllis,  it  feems,  was  fled  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papers  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toilet  fees, 
To  my  much 'honour  d  father — -thcfe — 
('Tis  always  done,  romances  tell  us. 
When  daughters  run  av/ay  with  fellows) 
Fill'd  with  the  choicell  common-placesj, 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  cafes. 
**  That  long  ago  2.  fortune-teller 
"  Exa£lly  faid  what  now  befel  her; 
''•   And  in  a  glafs  had  made  her  fee 
"    i\  fer'-jing-man  of  loiv  degree', 

^  OL.  XLII.  M  ^*  ll 
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**  It  was  her  fate  J  muft  be  forgiven; 

*'   For  marriages  luere  made  in  hea'ven  : 

**  His  pardon  begg'd :  but,  to  be  plain, 

"   She  'd  do  '/,  ifU'votre  to  do  again: 

*'  Thank'd  God,  'twas  neither  fly  ame  nor  Jin  % 

*'  For  John  was  come  of  hcnej}  kin. 

*'  Love  never  thinks  of  rich  and  poor : 

*'   She  V  beg  ^joith  *John  frcm  door  to  door. 

*'  Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime; 

**   She  '11  never  do  't  another  time. 

"  She  ne'er  before  in  all  her  life 

**  Once  difobey'd  him,  7naid  nor  ivife. 

**  One  argument  (he  fumm'd  up  all  in, 

**  The  thing  nvas  done,  and  pcj}  recalling  \ 

**  And  therefore  hop'd  fhe  Ihould  recover 

"  His  favour,  when  \\\s  pajpcn  's  O'ver. 

"  She  valued  not  what  others  thought  her, 

**   And  was — his  mojl  obedient  daughter.''^ 

Fair  maidens,  all  attend  the  Mufe, 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  purfues : 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  fort. 
Their  journey  long,  their  money  Ihort; 
The  loving  couple  well  bemir'd ; 
The  horfe  and  both  the  riders  tir'd  : 
Their  vit^luals  bad,  their  lodging  worfe ; 
Phyl  cry'd,  and  John  began  to  curfe: 
Phyl  wifh'd  that  ihe  had  ftrain'd  a  limb. 
When  firft  ihe  ventur'd  out  with  him ; 
John  wifti'd  that  he  had  broke  a  leg, 
Wlien  firft  lor  her  he  quitted  Peg. 


But 
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But  what  adventures  more  befel  them. 
The  Mufe  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  them. 
How  Johnny  wheedled,  threatened,  fawn'd. 
Till  Phyllis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd : 
How  oft*  Ihe  broke  her  marriage  vows 
In  kindnefs  to  maintain  her  fpoufe. 
Till  fvvains  unwholefome  fpoil'd  the  trade; 
for  now  the  furgeons  muft  be  paid. 
To  v/hom  thofe  perquifites  are  gone. 
In  ChrifHan  jullice  due  to  John. 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  fcarce. 
Fate  put  a  period  to  the  farce. 
And  with  exadl  poetic  juftice ; 
For  John  was  landlord,  Phyllis  hoftefs ; 
They  kept,  at  Staines,  the  Old  Blue  Boar, 
Are  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore. 


AD       A    iM    I    C    U    M       E    R    U    D    I    T    U    ?vl 

THOMAM  SHERIDAN,  1717. 

DELICTI  Sheridan  Mufarum,  dulcis  amice. 
Si  tibi  propitius  Permeffi  ad  fiumen  Apollo 
Cccurrat,  feu  te  mimum  convi\da  rident, 
^quivocofque  fales  fpargis,  feu  ludere  verfu 
Malles;  die,  Sheridan,  quifnam  fuit  ille  deorum, 
Qus  melior  natura  orto  tibi  tradidit  artem 
Rimandi  genium  pucrorum,  atque  ima  cerebri 
iicrutandi?  Tibi  nafcenti  ad  cunabula  Pallas 

M  1  Ailitit; 
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Aftidt;  Sc  dixit,  mentis  pracfaga  futurae, 
Heu,  puer  infelix  1  noftro  fub  fidere  natus ; 
Nam  tupedlus  eris  fme  corpora,  corporis  umbra; 
Sed  levitate  umbram  fuperabis,  voce  cicadam : 
Mufca  femur,  palmas  tibi  mus  dedit,  ardea  crura. 
Corpore  fed  tenui  tibi  quod  natura  negavit. 
Hoc  animi  dotes  fupplebunt ;  teque  docente. 
Nee  longum  tempus,  furget  tibi  dofta  juventus, 
Artibus  egregiis  animas  inflrudla  novellas. 
Grex  hinc  Pa^onius  venit,  Qzzdtjalutifer  orbi. 
Aft,  illi  caufas  orant ;  his  infula  vifa  eft 
Divinam  capid  nodo  conftringsre  mitram. 

Natalis  te  horse  non  fallunt  ngna,  fed  ufque 
Confcius,  expedias  puero  feu  Isetus  .ipoUo 
Nafccnti  arrifit;  five  iilum  frigidu^  horror 
Saturni  premit,  aut  feptem  infiavere  triones. 

Quin  tu  alte  penitufque  latentia  femina  cernis, 
Qujeque  diu  obtundendo  olim  fub  luminis  auras 
Erumpent,  promis ;  quo  ritu  f;^pe  puella 
Sub  cinere  heftemo  fopitos  fufcitat  ignes. 

Te  dominum  agnofcit  quocuncue  fub  acre  natus; 
Quos  indulgentis  nimium  cuftodia  matris 
PciTundat:  nam  faepe  vides  in  ftipite  matrem. 

Aureus  at  ramus,  venerandoj  dona  Sibyllae, 
IcSifSL  fedes  tantum  patefecit  Avernus ; 
Ssepe  puer  tua  quern  tedgt  femel  aurea  virga 
Ccelumque  terrafque  videt,  no^emque  profundam. 


HORACE, 
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HORACE,    B  O  O  K    IV.     ODE    IX. 
ADDRESSED  TO  ABP.  KING.     17 1 8- 

VIRTUE  conceal'd  within  our  breaft 
Is  inactivity  at  bell  : 
But  never  fliall  the  Mufe  endure 
To  let  your  virtues  lie  obi'cure. 
Or  fufFer  Envy  to  conceal 
Your  labours  for  the  public  weal. 
Within  your  breaft  all  wifdom  lies. 
Either  to  govern  or  advife ; 
Your  fteady  foul  preferves  her  frame 
In  good  and  evil  times  the  fame. 
Pale  Avarice  and  lurking  Fraud 
Stand  in  your  facred  prefence  aw'd; 
Your  hand  alone  from  gold  abftains. 
Which  drags  the  flavilh  world  in  chains* 

Him  for  a  happy  man  I  own, 
Whofe  fortune  is  not  overgrown; 
And  happy  he,  who  v/ifely  knows 
To  ufe  the  gifts  that  Heaven  beftows; 
Or,  if  it  pleafc  tlie  Powers  Divine, 
Can  fufFer  want,  and  not  repine. 
The  man  who,  infamy  to  fhun. 
Into  the  arms  of  death  would  run. 
That  man  is  ready  to  defend 
Witii  life  his  country,  or  his  friend. 

M3  % 


To  Mr.  DELANY,  Nov.  lo,  1718. 

TO  you,  whofe  virtues,  I  muft  own 
With  fhame,  I  have  too  lately  known; 
1  o  yru,  by  art  and  nature  taught 
To  be  the  man  I  long  liave  fought. 
Had  not  ill  Fate,  perverfe  and  blind, 
Plac'd  you  in  life  too  far  behind ; 
Or,  what  1  iliould  repine  at  more, 
Plac'd  me  in  life  too  far  before  : 
To  you  the  Mufe  this  verfe  beftows. 
Which  might  a3  well  have  been  in  profc  ; 
No  thoug  ,t,  no  fancy,  no  fublime. 
But  fimple  topicks  told  in  rhyme. 

Talents  for  converfation  fit. 
Are  humour,  breeding,  fenfe,  and  wit; 
The  lail,  as  boundlelb  as  the  wind. 
Is  well  conceiv'd,  though  not  defin'd  ; 
For,  fare,  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Applying  well  what  we  invent. 
What  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 
Of  logick-mongers  can  defcribe; 
Here  nature  only  ads  her  part, 
Unhelp'd  by  practice,  books,  or  art ; 
For  wit  and  humour  differ  quite ; 
That  gives  furprize,  and  this  delight. 
Humour  is  odd,  grotefque,  and  wild. 
Only  by  aifeitadon  fpoil'd; 


Tis 
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'Tis  never  by  invention  got. 

Men  have  it  when  they  know  it  not. 

Our  converlation  to  refine. 
Humour  and  wit  rnuft  both  combine: 
From  both  we  learn  to  railly  well. 
Wherein  ibmetimes  the  French  excel. 
Voiture,  in  various  lights,  dilplays 
That  irony  which  turns  to  praife : 
His  genius  firft  found  out  tlie  rule 
For  an  obliging  ridicule : 
H^  flatters  with  peculiar  air 
I'he  brave,  the  witty,  and  the  fair : 
And  fools  would  fancy  he  intends 
A  fatire,  where  he  moil  commends. 

But,  as  a  poor  pretending  beau, 
Becaufe  he  fain  would  make  a  fhow. 
Nor  can  arrive  at  filver  lace, 
-i'rikes  up  with  copper  in  the  place : 
CO  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind, 
'  '.'hene'er  they  would  b^  thought  refin'd, 
.1  s  if  the  difference  lay  abilrufe 
['wixt  raillery  and  grofs  abuf;:- ; 
To  fhew  their  parts,  will  fcold  and  rail. 
Like  porters  o'er  a  pot  of  ale. 
Such  is  that  clan  of  boifterous  bears. 
Always  together  by  the  ears ; 
Shrewd  fellows  and  arch  wags,  a  tribe 
That  meet  for  nothing  but  a  gibe  j 
Who  firll  run  one  anorher  down. 
And  then  fall  foul  on  all  the  town ; 

M  4.  SklU'd 
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Skill'd  in  the  horfe -laugh  and  dry  rub. 
And  call'd  by  excellence  The  Club. 
1  mean  your  Butler,  Dawfon,  Car, 
All  fpecial  friends,  and  always  jar. 

The  mettled  and  the  vicious  fteed 
Differ  as  little  in  their  breed ; 
Nay,  Voiture  is  as  like  Tom  Leigh 
As  rudenefs  is  to  repartee. 

If  what  you  faid  1  wifh  unfpoke, 
'Twill  not  fuffice  it  was  a  joke  : 
Reproach  not,  though  in  jeft,  a  friend: 
For  thofe  defefts  he  cannot  mend ; 
His  lineage,  calling,  fhape,  or  fenfe. 
If  namM  withfcorn,  gives  juft  offence. 

AVhat  ufe  in  life  to  make  men  fret^ 
Part  in  worfe  humour  than  they  met  ? 
Thus  all  fociety  is  loft, 
Men  laugh  at  one  another's  coft; 
And  half  the  company  is  teaz'd. 
That  came  together  to  be  pleas'd  : 
For  all  buffoons  have  moft  in  view 
To  pleafe  themfelves  by  vexing  you. 

You  wonder  now  to  fee  me  write 
So  gravely  on  a  fubjedt  light : 
Some  part  of  what  I  here  defign. 
Regards  a  friend*  of  yours  and  mine ; 
Who,  neither  void  of  fenfe  nor  wit. 
Yet  ieidom  judges  what  is  fit, 

*  Dr   SheriJan. 
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But  fallies  oft'  beyond  his  bounds. 
And  takes  unmeafurable  rounds. 

When  jefts  are  carried  on  too  far. 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war. 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  fhame,. 
Yet  ftill  you  think  your  friend  to  blame : 
For,  though  men  cry  they  love  a  jell:, 
'Tis  but  when  others  Hand  the  teft ; 
And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  known) 
They  love  a  jefl  that  is  their  own. 

You  mull,  although  the  point  be  nice, 
Beftow  your  friend  fome  good  advice : 
One  hint  from  you  will  fet  him  right. 
And  teach  him  how  to  be  polite. 
Bid  him,  like  you,  obferve  with  care. 
Whom  to  be  hard  on,  whom  to  fpare ; 
Nor  indiftinftly  to  fuppofe 
All  fubjeds  like  Dan  Jackfon's  nofe*.  ' 
To  ftudy  the  obliging  jeft. 
By  reading  thofe  vv'ho  teach  it  beft ; 
For  profe  I  recommend  Voiture's, 
For  verfe  (I  fpeak  my  judgement)  yours. 
He  '11  find  the  fecret  out  from  thence. 
To  rhyme  all  day  without  offence ; 
And  I  no  more  ihall  then  accufe 
The  flirts  of  his  ill-manner'd  Mufe. 

If  he  be  guilty,  you  muft  mend  Iiimj 
If  he  be  innocent,  defend  him. 

*  Wliich  was  afterwards  the   fubjedl  of  fevcral  pcems  by  Dry 
Swift  and  others.  ' 

A    LEFT* 
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A    LEFT-HANDED     LETTER 
TO  DR.  SHERIDAN*.     1718. 

Si  r, 

DELANY  reports  it,  and  he  has  a  ihrewd  tongue. 
That  we  both  adl  the  part  of  the  clown  and 
cow-dang; 
We  lye  cramming  ourfelves,  and  are  ready  to  burft. 
Yet  idll  are  no  wifer  than  we  were  at  firlt. 
Fudet  hac  opprobria,  I  freely  muil:  tell  ye, 
Et  did  potuijje,  et  non  potuijfe  refelli. 
Though  Delany  advis'd  you  to  plague  me  no  longer. 
You  reply  and  rejoin  lilj:e  Hoadly  of  Bangor. 
I  mull  now,  at  one  fitting,  pay  olf  my  old  fcore ; 
How  many  to  anfwer  ?  One,  two,  three,  four. 
But,  becaufe  die  three  former  are  long  ago  paft, 
I  (hall,  for  method  fake,  begin  with  the  iaft. 
You  treat  me  like  a  boy  that  knocks  down  his  foe. 
Who,  ere  t'other  gets  up,  demands  the  riling  blow. 
Yet  I  know  a  young  rogue,  that,  thrown  flat  on  the  field. 
Would,  as  he  lay  under,  cry  out.  Sirrah !  yield. 
So  the  French,  when  our  Generals  foundly  did  pay  'em. 
Went  triumpnant  to  church,  and  fang  floutly  Te  Deum, 
So  the  famous  Tom  Leigh,  when  quite  run  aground. 
Comes  off  by  out-laughing  the  company  round. 
In  eveiy  vile  pampMet  you  '11  read  the  fame  fancies. 
Having  thus  overthrown  all  our  further  advances. 

*  The  humour  of  this  poem  is  partly  loft,  by  the  impoflibillty 
pf  printing  it  lefc-handsd  as  it  was  written. 

My 
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My  oiFers  of  peace  you  ill  underftood: 
Friend  Sheridan,  when  will  you  know  your  own  good  ? 
'Twas  to  teach  you  in  modeller  language  your  duty ; 
For,  were  you  a  dog,  I  could  not  be  rude  t'ye; 
As  a  good  quiet  foul,  who  no  mifchief  intends 
To  a  quarrclfome  fellow,  cries.  Let  us  be  friends. 
But  we  like  Ant^us  and  Hercules  fight ; 
The  oftener  you  fall,  the  oftener  you  write : 
And  I  '11  ufe  you  as  he  did  that  overgrown  clown, 
I  'II  firft  take  you  up,  and  then  take  you  down  : 
And,  'tis  your  own  cafe,  for  you  never  can  wound 
The  worft  dunce  in  your  fchool,  till  he  's  heav'd  from 
the  ground. 

I  beg  your  pardon  for  ufing  my  left-hand,  but  I  was 
in  great  hafte,  and  the  other  hand  was  employed  at  the 
fame  time  in  writing  fome  letters  of  bufmefs.— ^I  will 
fend  you  the  reft  when  I  have  leifure  :  but  pray  come 
to  dinner  with  the  company  you  met  here  laft. 

A    MOTTO    for    Mr.    JASON  HASARD^ 

Woollen-Draper    in   Dublin j 

Whofe  Sign  was  the.  Golden-Fleece. 

JASON,  the  valiant  prince  of  Greece, 
From  Colchos  brought  the  Golden  Fleece ; 
We  comb  the  wool,  refine  the  fluff. 
For  modern  Jafon,  that  's  enough. 
Oh!  could  we  tame  yon  'watchful*  Dragon, 
Old  Jafon  would  have  lefs  to  brag  on. 

*  EngUnd.  -• 

TO 


17*  SWIFT^S     POEMS. 

TO    DR.     SHERIDAN.     1718. 

WH  AT  E'ER  your  predecefTors  taught  us^ 
I  have  a  great  efteem  for  Plautus ; 
And  think  your  boys  may  gather  there-hence 
More  wit  and  humour  than  from  Terence. 
But  as  to  comic  Ariflophanes, 
The  rogue  too  vicious  and  too  prophane  is. 
I  went  in  vain  to  look  for  Eupolis 
Dov\Ti  in  the  Strand*,  juft  where  the  New  Pole  is; 
For  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  that  I  can 
(You  will  not  find  it  in  the  Vatican). 
He  and  Cratinus  us'd,  as  Horace  fays. 
To  take  his  greateft  grandees  for  affes. 
Poets,  in  thofe  days,  us'd  to  venture  high ; 
But  thefe  are  loft  full  many  a  century. 
Thus  you  may  fee,  dear  friend,  ex  pede  hence. 
My  judgement  of  the  old  Comedians. 

Proceed  to  Tragicks :  firft,  Euripides 
(An  author  where  [  fometimes  dip  a-days) 
Is  rightly  ceniur'd  by  the  Stagirite, 
Who  fays  his  numbers  do  not  fadge  aright.. 
A  friend  of  mine  that  author  defpiles 
So  much,  he  fwears  the  very  beft  piece  is. 
For  aught  he  knows,  as  bad  as  Thefpis's ; 
And  that  a  woman,  in  thefe  tragedies. 
Commonly  fpeaking,  but  1  fad  jade  is. 


\ 


*  The  fadl  may  be  truej  but  the  rhyme  coftme  fome  trouble. 

At 
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At  leaft,  I  'm  well  afTLir'J,  that  no  folk  lays 
The  weight  on  him  they  do  on  Sophocles. 
But,  above  all,  I  prefer  ^fchylus, 
Whofe  moving  touches,  when  they  pleafe,  kill  us. 

And  now  I  find  my  Mufe  but  ill  able. 
To  hold  out  longer  in  TriiT/llable. 
I  chofe  thofe  rhymes  out  for  their  difficulty ; 
Will  you  return  as  hard  ones  if  I  call  t'ye  f 


STELLA'S     B  I  R  T  H  -  D  A  Y^ 
March  13,  1718-19. 

STFLLA  this  day  is  thirty-four, 
■■'.^  i  Hia'  n't  difDUte  a  year  or  more)  t 
Howev  :,  Stella;  be  not  troubled. 
Although  thy  hze  and  years  are  doubled^ 
Since  firK  I  faw  thee  at  fixtecn. 
The  brightcft  virgin  on  the  green : 
So  little  is  thy  form  declin'd ; 
■Made  up  (o  largely  in  thy  mind. 

On,  Would  it  pleafe  the  gods  X.o  fplit 
Thy  beauty,  fize,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
No  age  could  furnifh  out  a  pair 
-Of  nymphs  fo  graceful,  wife,  and  fair; 
With  half  the  luftre  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  fize» 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late, 
Hov/  fhould  I  beg  of  gentle  Fate 
(That  either  nymph  might  have  her  Avain) 
To  fplit  my  worlhip  too  ia  twain! 

DR. 
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DR.  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT.     17 19. 

DE/kRDean,  fmce  in  cruxes  znd puris  you  and  I  deal. 
Pray  why  is  a  woman  a  fieve  and  a  riddle  ? 
*Tis  a  thought  that  came  into  my  noddle  this  morning. 
In  bed  as  I  lay.  Sir,  a-toffing  and  turning. 
You  '11  find,  if  you  read  but  a  few  of  your  hillories. 
All  women  as  Eve,  all  women  are  myfteries. 
To  find  out  this  riddle  I  know  you  '11  be  eager. 
And  make  every  one  of  the  fex  a  Belphegor. 
But  that  will  not  do,  for  I  mean  to  commend  them : 
I  fwear  without  jcft,  I  an  honour  intend  tliem. 
In  a  fieve.  Sir,  their  antient  extraction  I  quite  tell. 
In  a  riddle  I  give  you  their  power  and  theii-  title. 
This  I  told  you  before :  do  you  know  what  I  mean.  Sir  ? 
*'  Not  I,  by  my  troth.  Sir." — Then  read  it  again,  Sir. 
The  reafon  I  fend  you  thefe  lines  of  rhymes  double. 
Is  purely  through  pity,  to  fave  you  the  trouble 
Of  thinking  two  hours  for  a  rhyme  as  you  did  lall ; 
When  your  Pegafus  canter'd  it  triple,  and  rid  faft. 
As  for  my  little  nag,  which  I  keep  at  ParnafTus, 
With  Fhoebus's  leave,  to  run  uith  his  affes. 
He  goes  ilow  and  fure,  and  he  never  is  jaded. 
While  your  fiery  iieed  is  whipp'd,  fpurr'd,  baftinaded, 

THE    DEAN'S     ANSWER. 

IN  reading  your  letter  alone  in  RfiV  hackney. 
Your  damnable  riddle  my  poor  brains  did  rack  nigh. 
And  when  with  much  labour  the  matter  I  crackt, 
I  found  you  miftaken  in  matter  of  fad. 

A  wo- 
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A  woman  's  no  fieve  (for  with  that  you  begin), 
Becaufe  (he  lets  out  more  than  e'er  Ihe  takes  in. 
And  that  fhe  's  a  riddle,  can  never  be  right. 
For  a  riddle  is  dark,  but  a  woman  is  light. 
Bat,  grant  her  a  fieve,  I  can  fay  fomething  archer: 
Fray  what  is  a  man?  he  's  a  fine  Xiv^tiifearcker. 

Now  tell  me  a  thing  that  wants  interpretation. 
What  name  for  a  *  maid,  was  the  firft  man's  damnation  ? 
If  your  worfhip  will  pleafe  to  explain  me  this  rebus y 
I  fwear  from  henceforward  ycXi  fhall  be  my  Phoebus. 

From  my  hackney-ccach,  Sept.  11, 
1719,  paft  \z  at  noou. 
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AL  L  travellers  at  firft  incline 
Where-e'er  they  fee  the  faireft  fign; 
And,  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat. 
And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat. 
Will  call  again,  and  recommend 
The  Angel-inn  to  every  friend. 
What  though  the  painting  grows  decay'd. 
The  houfe  will  never  lofe  its  trade : 
Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapfter  Thomas 
Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us. 
As  fine  as  daubers'  hands  can  make  it. 
In  hopes  that  Grangers  may  miltake  it. 


*  Vlr  Cm  J  Man-tr^p. 


Wc 
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•   V.'e  think  it  both  a  ihamc  and  fin 
To  quit  the  true  old  Angel-inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  cafe  in  fadl. 
An  atigei's  face  a  little  crack'd 
(Could  poets  or  could  painters  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty -fix)  : 
This  drew  us  in  at  firll  to  find 
In  fuch  a  form  an  angcPs  mind ; 
And  every  virtue  now  fupplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crouding  fwains. 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  fcnfe ; 
And  puts  them  but  to  fmall  cxpencc  j 
Their  mind  fo  plentifully  fills. 
And  makes  fuch  reafonable  bills. 
So  little  gets  for  what  l"he  gives. 
We  really  wonder  how  ilie  lives ! 
And,  had  her  flock  been  lefs,no  doubt 
She  mufl  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  can  think  we  '11  quit  the  place, 
Wiien  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  flop  and  light  at  Clce's  head. 
With  fcraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Cloe,  ftill  goon  to  prnte 
Of  thirty-fix  and  thirty-eight; 
Purfue  your  trade  of  fcandal-picking. 
Your  hints  that  Stella  is  no  chicken ; 
Your  innuendo?,  Avhen  you  tell  us. 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows  : 
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And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 

A  truth,  for  which  your  foul  ftiould  grieve ; 

That,  fhould  you  live  to  fee  the  day 

When  Stella's  locks  rraifl:  all  be  grey. 

When  age  muft  print  a  farrow'd  trace 

On  every  feature  of  her  face ; 

Though  you,  and  all  your  fenfelefs  tribe. 

Could  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe," 

To  make  you  look  like  Beauty's  Queen, 

And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 

No  bloom  of  youtli  can  ever  blind 

The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind : 

All  men  of  fenfe  will  paf>  your  door. 

And  croud  to  Stella's  at  fourfcore. 

TO        STELLA, 

Who  collefted  and  traafcribed  his  Poems.    1720. 

AS,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd. 
We  never  hear  the  workmen  prais'd. 
Who  bring  the  lime,  or  place  the  ftoncs ; 
But  all  admire  Inlgo  Jones : 
So,  if  this  pile  of  fc.itter'd  rhymes 
Should  be  approv'd  in  after-times; 
if  it  both  pit-afes  and  endures, 
I'lie  merit  and  the  praife  are  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wcrt  no  longer  youngv 
Wheu  lint  for  thee  my  harp  was  Itrung^ 
Without  one  v;ord  of  Cupid's  darts. 
Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding. hearts : 

Vol.  XLI!.  N  With 
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With  Friendfhip  and  Eftcem  poflefl, 
I  ne'er  admitted  Love  a  gueft. 

In  all  the  habitudes  of  life. 
The  friend,  the  miflrefs,  and  the  wife. 
Variety  we  Hill  purfue. 
In  pleafure  feek  for  fomething  new; 
Or  elfe,  comparing  with  the  reft. 
Take  comfort,  that  our  own  is  beft; 
The  beft  we  value  by  the  worft, 
(As  tradefmen  fticw  their  trafti  at  firft) : 
But  his  purfuits  were  at  an  end. 
Whom  Stella  choofes  for  tl  friend, 

A  Poet  ftarving  in  a  garret. 
Conning  all  topicks  like  a  parrot. 
Invokes  his  Miftrefs  and  his  Mufe, 
And  ftays  at  home  for  want  of  fhoes : 
Should  but  his  Mufe  defcending  drop 
A  flice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop  ; 
Or  kindly,  when  his  credit 's  out, 
Surprize  him  with  a  pint  of  ftout ; 
Or  patch  his  broken  ftocking-foals. 
Or  fend  him  in  a  peck  of  coals; 
Exalted  in  h's  mighty  mind. 
He  flies,  and  leaves  the  ftars  belund ; 
Counts  all  his  labours  amply  paid. 
Adores  her  for  the  timely  aid. 

Or,  ftiould  a  porter  make  enquiries 
For  Chloe,  Sylvia,  Phyllis,  Iris ; 
Be  told  the  lodging,  lane,  and  fign. 
Tie  bowers  that  hold  thofe  nymphs  di\ine; 

Fair 
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Fair  Chloc  would  perhaps  be  found 

With  footmen  tippling  under  ground ; 

The  charming  Sylvia  beating  flax. 

Her  {houlders  mark'd  with  bloody  tracks; 

Bright  Phyllis  mending  ragged  fmocks; 

And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 

Thefe  are  the  goddefies  enroli'd 

In  CurlPs  colledion,  new  and  old, 

Wiiofe  fcoundrel  fathers  would  not  know  'em. 

If  they  fnould  meet  them  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  dcprcfs  and  raife. 
Are  lords  of  infamy  and  praife  ; 
They  are  not  fcurrilous  in  fatire. 
Nor  will  in  panegyrick  flatter. 
Unjuftly  poets  we  afpcrfc; 
Truth  (hines  the  brighter  clad  in  vcrlc; 
And  all  the  fidions  they  purliic. 
Do  but  infmuate  what  is  true. 

Now,  fhould  my  praifes  owe  their  triiU' 
To  beauty,  drefs,  or  paint,  or  youth, 
W^nat  Stoics  call  ^vithout  our  po^-vevy 
They  could  not  be  infur'd  an  hour : 
'Twere  grafting  on  an  annual  ftock. 
That  muil  our  expectation  mock. 
And,  making  one  luxuriant  fhoot. 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root : 
Before  I  could  my  verfes  bring. 
Perhaps  you  're  quite  another  thing. 

So  Ma^vius,  when  he  drain'd  his  ikull 
To  celebrate  fome  fuburb  trull, 

N  2  llis 
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His  fimllies  in  order  fet. 

And  every  crambo  he  could  get. 

Had  gone  through  all  the  common-places 

Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rhyme  on  faces : 

Before  he  could  his  poem  clofe. 

The  lovely  nymph  had  loll  her  nofe. 

Your  virtues  fafely  I  commend ; 
They  on  no  accidents  depend : 
Let  malice  look  with  all  her  eyes. 
She  dares  not  fay  the  poet  lyes. 

Stella,  when  you  thefe  lines  tranfcribe. 
Left  you  fhould  take  them  for  a  bribe, 
Refolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I  '11  here  expofe  your  weaker  fide. 

Your  fpirits  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov'd  with  the  lighteft  touch  of  blame; 
And,  when  a  friend  in  kindnefs  tries 
To  (hew  you  where  your  error  lies, 
Convidlion  docs  but  more  incenfe  ; 
Perverfenefs  is  your  whole  defence ; 
Truth,  judgement,  wit,  give  place  tofpight, 
Regardlefs  both  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Your  virtues  all  fufpended  wait 
Till  time  hath  open'd  reafon's  gate; 
And,  what  is  worfe,  your  paffion  bends 
Its  force  againft  your  neareft  friends. 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  liide : 
In  vain ;  for,  fee,  your  friend  hath  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault ; 


And 
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And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find 

Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind ; 

And  may  compare  to  Etna's  fire. 

Which,  though  with  trembling,  all  admire  ; 

The  heat,  that  makes  the  fummit  glow. 

Enriching  all  the  vales  below. 

Thofe  who  in  warmer  climes  complain 

From  Phcebus'  rays  they  fufFer  pain, 

Muft  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 

By  generous  wines  beneath  a  fhade. 

Yet,  when  X  find  your  paffions  rife. 
And  anger  fparlding  in  your  eyes, 
1  grieve  thofe  fpirits  fhould  be  fpent. 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 
One  palhon  with  a  different  turn 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn: 
So  the  fun's  heat  with  different  powers 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquors  fours : 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  poffefl 
By  Pallas  breath'd  into  his  brea-fl. 
His  valour  would  no  more  employ. 
Which  might  alone  have  conquer'd  Troy; 
But,  blinded  by  refentment,  feeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks, 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  blood 
From  ftagnating  preferves  the  flood. 
Which  thus  fermenting  by  degrees 
Exalts  the  fpirits,  fmks  the  lees. 

Stella,  for  once  you  reafon  wrong; 
For,  fhould  this  ferment  lafl  too  long, 

N  3  By 
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Bv  time  fubfiding,  you  may  find  ■ 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind  ; 
From  paffion  you  may  then  be  freed. 
When  peeviftinefs  and  fpleen  fucceed. 

Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next. 
Will  you  keep  ftridly  to  the  text  ? 
Dare  ycu  let  thefe  reproaches  (land. 
And  to  your  failing  fet  your  hand  r 
Or,  if  thefs  lines  your  anger  fire. 
Shall  they  in  bafer  flames  expire? 
Whene'er  they  burn,  if  burn  they  muft. 
They  '11  prove  my  accufation  juft. 

TO        STELLA, 

A'iiitlng   me   in   my   Sicknefs,     1720 

PALLAS,  obferving  Stella's  wit 
Was  more  than  for  her  fex  was  fit. 
And  that  her  beaut)-,  foon  or  late. 
Might  breed  confufion  in  the  Hate, 
In  high  concern  for  hvmian-kind, 
Fix'd  honour  in  her  infant  mind. 

But  (not  in  wranglings  to  engage 
With  fuch  a  ftupid  vicious  age) 
If  honour  I  would  here  define. 
It  anfwers  faith  in  things  divine. 
As  natural  life  the  body  warms, 
And,  fcholars  teach,  the  foul  informs ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole. 
And  is  the  fpirit  of  the  foul, 

♦  See  the  verfes  on  hex  Birth-day,  1723-4. 


Thofe 


•TO      STELLA,  1S3 

Thofe  numerous  virtues  which  the  tribe 
Of  tedious  moralifts  defcribe. 
And  by  fuch  various  titles  call. 
True  honour  comprehends  them  all. 
Let  melancholy  rule  fupreme, 
Choler  prefide,  or  blood,  or  phlegm. 
It  makes  no  difference  in  the  cafe. 
Nor  is  complexion  honour's  place. 

But,  left  we  fliould  for  honour  take 
The  drunken  quarrels  of  a  rake ; 
Or  think  it  fcated  in  a  fear. 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car. 
Or  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lofe  with  fliarpers  at  picquet; 
Or  when  a  whore  in  her  voci'.tion 
Keeps  punftual  to  an  aflignation ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  lordlhip  fwears. 
When  vulgar  knaves  would  lofe  their  ears; 
Let  Stella's  fair  example  preach 
A  lefTon  fhe  alone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  try 'J,  - 
All  palFions  muft  be  laid  afule : 
Aik  no  advice,  but  think  alone  ; 
Suppofe  the  qucliion  not  your  o.vn. 
How  fhall  I  Z'Si  ?  is  net  the  cafe ; 
But  how  would  Brutus  in  my  place  ?. 
In  fuch  a  cafe  would  Cato  bleed  ? 
And  how  would  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Drive  al!  objedtions  from  your  mind, 
Elfe  you  relapfc  to  human-kind : 

N  4  AmbitioD;, 
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Ambition,  avarice,  and  luft. 

And  fa(^ious  rage,  and  breach  of  truft> 

And  fiattery  tipt  with  naufeous  fleer 

And  guilty  fhame,  and  fervile  fear. 

Envy,  and  cruelty,  and  pride. 

Will  in  your  tainted  heart  prcfide. 

Heroes  and  heroines  of  old 
By  honour  only  were  inroll'd 
Among  their  brethren  in  the  fkies. 
To  wliich  (though  late)  (hall  Stella  rife. 
Ten  thoufand  oaths  upon  record 
Are  not  fo  facred  as  her  word : 
The  world  fhall  in  its  atoms  end. 
Ere  Stella  can  deceive  a  friend. 
By  honour  feated  in  her  bread 
She  Hill  determines  what  is  beft : 
What  indignation  in  her  mind 
Againft  inilavers  of  manldnd ! 
Bafe  kings,  and  minifters  of  ftate. 
Eternal  objeds  of  her  hate  1 

She  thinks  th?t  nature  ne'er  defign'd 
Courage  to  man  alone  confin'd. 
Can  cowardice  her  fex  adorn, 
Wiiich  mo  ft  expofes  ours  to  fcora  ? 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appears 
In  FlorimePs  afrefted  fears; 
For  Stella  never  leam'd  the  art 
At  proper  times  to  fcream  and  Hart ; 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  houfe  at  night. 
And  fwears  fhe  faw  a  tiling  in  v/liite. 
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Doll  never  flies  to  cut  her  lace. 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  face, 
Becaufe  {he  heard  a  fudden  drum. 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  fenfe ; 
Which,  though  her  modefh'  would  Ihroud, 
Breaks  like  the  fun  behind  a  cloud ; 
While  gracefulnefs  its  art  conceals. 
And  yet  through  every  motion  freals. 

Say,  Stella,  v/as  Prometheus  blind. 
And,  forming  you,  miftook  your  kind  ? 
No ;  'tvvas  for  you  alone  he  ftole 
The  fire  that  forms  a  manly  foul; 
Then,  to  complete  it  every  way. 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  flame. 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame . 

How  would  ingratitude  delight. 
And  how  would  cenfure  glut  her  fpight. 
If  I  fhould  Stella's  kindnefs  hide 
In  filence,  or  forget  with  pride  1 
When  on  my  fickly  couch  I  lay. 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day. 
Lamenting  in  unmanly  ftrains, 
Call'd  every  power  to  eafe  my  pains; 
Then  Stella  ran  to  my  relief 
With  cheerful  face  and  inward  grief; 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  fevere  decree 
She  fuffers  hourly  more  than  me, 

N(J 
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No  cruel  mailer  could  require. 
From  ilaves  employ'dfor  daily  hire. 
What  Stella,  by  her  friendlhip  warm'd,. 
With  vigour  and  delight  performed : 
My  Tmking  fpirits  now  fi;  r-.'^^s 
With  cordials  la  her  hands  and  eyes; 
Now  with  a  foft  and  filent  tread 
Unheard  ihe  moves  about  my  bed. 
I  fee  her  tafleeach  naufeous  draught ; 
And  To  obligingly  am  caught, 
I  blcis  the  hand  from  whence  they  came. 
Nor  dare  diftort  my  face  for  fliame. 

Bell  pattern  of  true  friends  !  beware  : 
You  pay  too  dearly  for  your  care. 
If,  while  your  tendernefs  fccures 
My  Ufe,  it  mull  endanger  yours; 
For  fuch  a  fool  was  never  found. 
Who  pull'd  a  palace  to  the  ground,. 
Only  to  have  the  ruins  made 
IVIaterials  for  an  houfe  decay'd. 


AN  ELEGY 

On  the   Death  of  DEMAR,    the  Usurer; 

Who   died   the   6th   of  July,    172c. 

y/^jV  O  IF  all  men  by  thefe  prefents^  Death  the  tamer 
m\^  By  mortgage  hath  fecur'd  the  corpje  of  Demarr 
Nor  czxifour  hundred  tkojand  Jierling  fozind 
Redeem  him  from  his  prifon  under  ground. 

Ilii 
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His  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  poflHsM, 

Beftow  to  bury  him  one  iron  cheflr. 

Plutus  the  god  of  wealth  will  joy  to  know 

His  faithful  fteward  in  the  Ihades  below. 

He  walk*d  the  ftreets,  and  wore  a  threadbare  cloalc; 

He  din'd  and  fupp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk : 

And  by  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palms. 

He  might  be  thought  an  objedl  fit  for  alms. 

So,  to  the  poor  if  he  refus'd  his  pelf. 

He  us'd  them  full  as  kindly  as  himfelf. 

Where'er  he  went,  he  never  faw  his  betters'. 
Lords,  knights,  2.nd /quires,  were  all  his  humble  debtors; 
And  under  hand  and/eal  the  Irifh  nation 
Were  forc'd  to  own  to  him  their  obligation. 

He  tliat  could  once  have  half  a  kingdom  bought. 
In  half  a  minute  is  not  worth  a  ^roat. 
His  cojfers  from  the  cc^ji  could  not  fave> 
Nor  all  his  intereft  keep  him  from  the  grave. 
A  golden  monument  would  not  be  right, 
Becaufe  we  wifli  the  earth  upon  him  light. 

Oh  London  tavern  *  !  thou  hail  ioH  a  friend. 
Though  in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  fpend : 
He  touched  \k\!t  fence,  when  others  touched  xhtpot; 
The  hand  that  fign'd  the  mortgage  paid  the  Ihot, 

Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  known  difeafe 
On  iiim  could  ever  boail  a  power  to  feize; 
"  f  But,  as  he  weign'd  his  gold,  grim  Death  in  fpight 
**  Cail-in  his  dart,  which  made  three  moidores  light; 


*  A  Cavern  in  Dublin,  where  Demar  kept  his  olnce. 
•|-  Thele  four  lines  were  written  by  Steiia. 
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*'  And,  as  he  faw  his  darling  money  fail, 
"  Blew  his  laft  breath,  to  fink  the  lighter  fcale.'* 
He  who  fo  long  was  current,  'tvvovdd  be  ftrange 
If  he  fiiould  now  be  cry''d  dvnjjn  iince  his  change, 

Thc/exion  Ihall  green  fods  on  thee  bellow; 
Alas,  ihejexfon  is  thy  batiker  now  1 
A  difmal  banker  mult  that  banker  be. 
Who  gives  no  bills  but  oi  mortality, 

EPITAPH    ON    A     MISER. 

E NEATH  this  verdant  hillock  lies 
Demar,  the  <v:ealthy  and  the  nuife, 
Kis  heirs,  that  he  might  fafely  reft. 
Have  put  his  carcaje  in  a  cheji ;. 
Th^  very  cheft  in  which,  they  fay. 
His  other  felfy  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind 
To  that  deary^.y  he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  four  in  five 
Will  think  his  better  half  alive. 

TO  MRS.  HOUGHTON  OF  BORMOUNT, 
Upon  praifing  her  Huiband  to  Dr.  Swift. 

YOU  always  are  making  a  God  of  your  Spoufe; 
But  this  neither  Reafon  nor  Confcience  allows : 
Perhaps  you  will  fay,  'tis  in  gratitude  due. 
And  you  adore  him,  becaufe  he  adores  you. 
Your  argument's  weak,  and  fo  you  will  find  ; 
For  you,  by  this  rule,  mull  adore  all  mankind. 

VERSES 
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VERSES  WRITTEN  ON    A  WINDOW, 
AttheDEANRY  House,  St.  Patrick's. 

AR  E  the  guefts  of  this  houfe  ftill  doom'd  to  be 
cheated  ?  [treated. 

Sure,  the  fates  have  decreed  they  by  halves  fhould  be 
In  the  days  of  good  *John,  if  you  came  here  to  dine. 
You  had  choice  of  good  meat,  but  no  choice  of  good 
In  Jonathan's  reign,  if  you  come  here  to  eat,       [wine. 
You  have  choice  of  good  wine,  but  no  choice  of  good  meat. 
Oh,  Jove  !  then  how  fully  might  all  fides  be  bleft, 
Would'ft  thou  but  agree  to  this  humble  requeft  ! 
Put  both  deans  in  one  ;  or,  if  that's  too  much  trouble, 
Inflead  of  the  deans,  make  the  dcanry  double. 

ON   ANOTHER  WINDOWf. 

A  BARD,  on  whom  Phoebus  his  fpirit  bellow'd, 
Rcfolving  t'  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd. 
Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confefTmg, 
And  making  the  moH  of  fo  mighty  a  bleffing  : 
To  the  God  he'd  be  grateful ;  but  mortals  he'd  choufe. 
By  making  his  patron  prefide  in  his  houfe  ; 
And  wifely  forefavv  tliis  advantage  from  thence. 
That  the  God  would  in  honour  bear  moft  of  th'  expence : 
So  the  bard  he  finds  drink,  and  leaves  Photbus  to  treat 
With  the  thoughts  he  infpires,  regardlefs  of  meat. 
Hence  they  that  come  liither  expedling  to  dine. 
Are  always  fobb'd  off  with  Iheer  wit  and  fheer  wine. 

*  Dean  Sterne  was  diftinguifhed  for  his  hofpltality. 
+  By  Dr.  Delanv,  in  conjundtion  with  Stellat 

APOLLO 
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RIGHT  trufty,  and  (o  forth — we  let  you  to  know 
We  are  very  ill  us'd  by  you  mortals  below. 
For,  firfl,  I  have  often  by  <:hemi(ls  been  told. 
Though  I  know  nothin!^  on  't,  it  is  I  that  make  gold. 
Which  when  you  have  got,  you  fo  carefully  hidt  it. 
That,  fmce  I  was  bom,  I  hardly  have  fpy'd  it. 
Then  it  mufi:  be  allow'd,  uiat,  whenever  I  fhinc, 
I  forward  the  grafs,  and  1  ripen  the  vine; 
To  me  the  good  fellows  apply  for  relief, 
Witliout  whom  they  could  get  neither  c/aret  nor  l>ecf: 
Yet   their   wine  and  their  victuals  thefe  curmudgeon 

lubbards 
Lock  up  from  my  fight  in  cellars  and  :cupboards. 
That  I  have  an  ill  eye,  they  wickedly  think. 
And  taint  all  their  meat,  and  four  all  their  drink. 
Jiut,  thirdly  and  laftly,  it  muft  be  allow'd, 
I  alone  can  infpire  the  poetical  crowd : 
This  is  gratefully  own'd  by  each  boy  in  the  college. 
Whom  ii'  I  infpire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 
This  every  pretender  to  rhyme  ^\'ill  admit. 
Without  troubling  his  head  about  judgement  or  wit. 
Thefe  gentlemen  ufe  me  with  kindnefs  and  freedom ; 
And  as  for  their  works,  when  I  pleafe  I  may  read  'em : 
They  lie  open  on  purpofe  on  counters  and  ftalls ; 
And  the  titles  I  view,  when  I  fhine  on  the  walls. 
But  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  tr.iitor  Delany, 
WJftom  I  for  your  fake  love  better  than  any. 

And, 
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And,  of  my  mere  motion  and  fpecial  good  grace. 

Intended  in  time  to  fucceed  in  your  place. 

On  Taefday  the  tenth  feditioufly  came 

With  a  certain  falfe  traitrefs,  one  Stella  by  name. 

To  the  deanry  houfe,  and  on  the  north  glafs. 

Where  for  fear  of  the  cold  I  never  can  pafs. 

Then  and  there,  ^vi  ^  armis,  with  a  certain  utenfil. 

Of  value  £vc  ftiillings,  in  Englilh  a  pencil, 

Didmalicii^ufly,  fallely,  and  trai'Lcroufly  write, 

Whilft  Stella  aforefaid  flood  by  with  a  light. 

My  uftcr  had  lately  depos'd  upon  oath. 

That  fhc  ftopt  in  her  courfe  to  look  at  them  both : 

That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting,  and  aiding ; 

And  ftil!,  as  he  v/rit,  flood  fmiling  and  reading : 

That  her  eyes  were  as  bright  as  myfelf  at  noon-day. 

But  her  graceful  black  locks  were  all  mingled  witligrey  ; 

And  by  the  defcription  I  certainly  know, 

'Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  fome  ten  years  ago; 

Whom  when  I  with  the  bell  of  my  talents  endued 

On  her  promife  of  yielding,  fhe  a<5led  the  prude : 

That  fome  verfes  were  writ  with  felonious  intent, 

Dire6l  to  the  norths  where  I  never  yet  went : 

That  the  letters  appeared  reversed  through  the  pane. 

But  in  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  plac'd  right  again  5 

Wherein  fhe  dillindlly  could  read  every  line. 

And  prefently  guefs  that  the  fancy  was  mine. 

,She  can  fwear  to  the  perfon,  whom  oft*  fhe  has  feen 

At  night  between  Cavan  Street  and  College  Green. 

Now  you  fee  why  his  verfes  fo  feldom  are  fhown ; 

The  reafon  is  plain,  they  are  none  of  his  own ; 

Ai>a 
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And  obferve  while  you  live,  that  no  man  is  ihy 
To  difcover  the  goods  he  came  honeftly  by. 
If  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  Heal  it. 
And,  when  he  has  got  it,  find  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark. 
There  *s  fcarce  one  in  ten  but  what  has  my  mark; 
And  let  them  be  feen  by  the  world  if  he  dare, 
I  '11  make  it  appear  that  they  're  all  ftolen  ware. 
But  as  for  the  poem  he  writ  on  your  fiilh, 
I  think  I  have  now  got  him  under  my  lafn ; 
My  filler  tranfcrib'd  it  laft  night  to  his  forrow. 
And  the  publick  (hall  fee  't,  if  I  live  till  to-morrow. 
Through  the  zodiac  around,  it  Ihall  quickly  be  fpread 
In  all  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is  read. 
He  knows  very  well,  I  ne'er  gave  a  refufal, 
WTien  he  afk'd  for  m}-  aid  in  the  forms  that  are  ufual : 
^ut  the  fecret  is  thisj  1  did  lately  intend 
To  write  a  few  verfes  on  you,  as  my  friend : 
I  fludied  a  fortnight,  before  I  could  find. 
As  I  rode  in  my  chariot,  a  thought  to  my  mind. 
And  refolv'd  the  next  winter  (for  that  is  my  time. 
When  the  days  are  at  fhorteil)  to  get  it  in  rhyme ; 
Till  then  it  was  lock'd  in  my  box  at  ParnaiTus ; 
When  that  fubtle  companion,  in  hopes  to  furpafs  us. 
Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick, 
(For  I  think  in  my  confcience  he  deals  with  Old  Nick) 
And,  from  my  own  ftcck  provided  with  topicks, 
Ke  gets  to  a  window  beyond  both  the  tropicks ; 
There  out  of  my  fight,  juft  againit  the  north  zone. 
Writes  down  my  conceits,  and  then  calls  them  his  own  ^ 

And 


APOLLO     TO     THE     DEAN.       195 

And  you,  like  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  fwallow: 
Now  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  ? 
High  treafon  by  ftatute  !  yet  here  you  objeft. 
He  only  ftole  hints,  but  the  verfe  is  correal; 
Though  the  thought  be  Apollo's,  \iz  finely  exprefs'd; 
So  a  thief  ftcals  my  horfe,  and  has  him  well  drefs'd. 
Now,  whereas  the  fad  criminal  feems  pad  repentance. 
We  Phoebus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  his  fentence. 
Since  Delany  has  dar'd,  like  Prometheus  his  fire. 
To  climb  to  our  region,  and  thence  to  (leal  fire ; 
V/c  order  a  vulture,  in  fhape  of  the  fpleen. 
To  prey  on  his  liver,  but  not  to  be  feen. 
And  we  order  our  fubjecls  of  every  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verfes  were  v/ritten  by  me; 
And,  under  the  pain  of  our  highefl  difpleafure. 
To  call  nothing  his  but  the  rhyme  and  the  meafure. 
Aid  lazily,  for  Stella,  juil:  out  of  her  prime, 
1  'm  too  much  revenged  already  by  time.    . 
In  return  to  her  fcorn,  I  fend  her  difeafes, 
Bu:  will  now  be  her  friend  whenever  fhe  pleafes: 
And  the  gifts  I  beftow'd  her  will  find  her  a  lover, 
I'hough  fhe  lives  to  be  grey  as  a  badger  all  over. 

N  E  W  S     FRO  M     P  A  R  N  A  S  S  U  S, 
BY     DR.     D  E  L  A  N  Y. 

PARNASSUS,  February  the  twenty-feventh. 
The  Poets  affembled  here  on  the  eleventh, 
Conven'd  by  AdcUo,  who  gave  them  to  know, 
lie  'd  have  a  vicegerent  in  his  empire  below; 

\'oL.  XLIL  O  But 
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But  declar'd  that  no  Bard  fhould  this  honour  inherit. 
Till  the  reft  had  agreed  he  furpafs'd  them  in  merit. 
Now  this,  you  '11  allow,  was  a  difficult  cafe. 
For  each  Bard  b^licv'd  he  'd  a  right  to  the  place; 
So,  finding  th'  alTembly  grow  warm  in  debate. 
Re  put  them  in  mind  of  his  Phaeton's  fate : 
'Tvvas  urg'd  to  no  purpofe ;  dilputcs  higher  rofe. 
Scarce  Phctbus  himfelf  could  their  quarrels  compofe; 
Till  at  length  he  determiu'd  that  every  Bard 
Should  (each  in  his  turn)  be  patiently  heard. 

Firft,  one  who  belie v'd  he  excell'd  in  tranilation. 
Founds  his  claim  on  the  do(flrine  of  man's  tranfmigration : 
••  Since  die  foul  of  great  Milton  was  given  to  me, 
*'  I  hope  the  convention  will  quickly  agree." 
**  Agree !"  quolh  Apollo;  **  from  whence  is  this  fool } 
**  Is  hejuft  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  at  fchool? 
"  Be  gone!  Sir,  you  've  got  your  fubfcriptions  in  time, 
*'  And  given  in  return  neither  reafon  nor  rhyme." 
To  the  next,  fays  the  God,  "  Though  now  I  won't 

*•  chufe  you, 
*'  I  '11  tell  you  the  rcafon  for  which  I  refufe  you : 
**  Love's  goddefs  has  oft'  to  her  parents  complain'd 
*'  Of  my  favouring  a  Bard  who  her  empire  difdain'd; 
"  That,  at  my  iniligation,  a  poem  you  writ, 
"  Which  to  beauty  and  youdi  preferr'd  judgement  and 

"  wit; 
**  That,  to  make  you  a  Laureat,  I  gave  the  firft  voice, 
**  Inlpiring  the  Britons  t*  approve  of  my  choice. 
"  Jove  fent  her  to  me,  her  power  to  try ; 
**  The  Godde  s  of  Beauty  what  God  cr.n  deny? 

-  She 
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**  She  forbids  your  preferment ;  I  grant  her  defire. 
**  Appeafe  the  fair  Goddsfs ;  you  then  may  rife  higher.** 

The  next  that  appear'd  had  good  hopes  of  fucceeding. 
For  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  his  breeding. 
*Twas  wife  in  the  Britons  no  favour  to  ihow  him. 
He  elfe  might  expecl  they  Ihould  pay  what  the v  owe  him. 
And  therefore  they  prudently  choie  to  difcard 
The  Patriot,  whofe  merits  they  would  not  reward. 
The  God,  with  a  fmile,  bad  his  favourite  advance, 
"  You  were  fent  by  Ailrxa  her  Envoy  to  France : 
"  You  bent  your  ambition  to  rife  in  the  ftate ; 
**  I  refufe  you  becaufe  you  could  ftoop  to  be  great." 

Then  a  Bard  who  had  been  a  fuccefsful  Tranllator, 
**  The  Convention  allows  me  a  Verfificator.*' 
Says  Apollo,  "  You  mention  the  leaft  of  your  merit ; 
**  By   your  works  it  appears  you  have  much  of  my 

"  fpirit. 
**  I  eileem  you  To  well,  that,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
**  The  greateH  objedion  againit  you  's  your  youth: 
**  Then  be  not  concern'd  you  are  now  laid  alide; 
**  If  you  live,  you  fliall  certainly  one  day  prefide." 

Another,  low  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 
*«  'Twas  I   taught  your  fubjeds  to  walk,  through  the 

"  llreets." 
"  You  taught  them  to  ival/i: !  why,  they  knew  it  before : 
*'  Jiu:  give  me  the  Bard  that  can  teach  themtoy^^r. 
*'  Whenever  he  claims,  'tis  his  right,  i  '11  confeb, 
*•  Who  lately  attempted  my  ftylc  with  fuccci'sj 
*'  Wilo  writes  like  Apollo  has  moil  of  his  fpirit, 
*'  And  therefore  'tisjufti  diilingiiiih  his  merit; 

O  2  '*  Who 
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*'  Wlio  makes  it  appear,  by  all  he  has  writ, 

'*  His  judgement  alone  can  fet  bounds  to  his  wit; 

*'  Like  Virgil  correft,  with  his  own  native  eafe, 

*■  But  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegant  praife; 

*'  Who  admires  the  ancients,  and  knows  'tis  their  due, 

'^  Yet  writes  in  a  manner  entirely  new ; 

"  Though  none  with  more  eafe  their  depths  can  explore, 

"  Yet  whatever  he  wants  he  takes  from  my  ftore : 

"  Though  I  'm  fond  of  his  virtues,  his  pride  I  can  fee, 

"  In  fcorning  to  borrow  frnm  any  but  me ; 

"  It  is  owing  to  this,  tliat,  like  Cynthia,  his  lays 

**■  Enlighten  the  world  by  rcfieLiing  my  rays.'* 

This  faid,  the  whole  audience  foon  found  out  his  drift : 
The  convention  was  fummon'd  in  favour  of  Swift. 
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THE  bold  encroachers  on  the  deep 
Gain  by  degrees  huge  trails  of  land. 
Till  Neptune,  with  one  general  fweep. 
Turns  all  again  to  barren  ftrand. 

The  multitude's  capricious  pranks 

Are  faid  to  reprefent  the  feas ; 
Which,  breaking  bankers  and  the  banks , 

Refume  their  cwn  whene'er  they  pleafe. 

Money,  the  life-blood  of  the  nation. 

Corrupts  and  Magnates  in  the  veins, 
Unlefs  a  proper  circulation 

Its  motion  and  its  heat  maintains. 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe  'tis  lordly  not  to  pay, 

fakers  and  aldermen  in  ilate 
Like  peers  ha'/e  le-vccs  every  day  '. 

Of  duns  attending  at  their  gate. 

We  want  our  money  on  the  nail ; 

The  banker  's  ruin'd  if  he  pays: 
They  feem  to  ail  an  ancient  tale ; 

The  birds  are  met  to  ilrip  they/T>'j. 

Riches,  the  wileil  monarch  fings, 

"  Make  pinions  for  thcnifelves  to  fly  :'* 

They  ily  like  bats  on  parchvunt  -jvings. 
And  gcziC  i\izir  Jil'jer  piumes  fupply. 

No  money  left  for  fv]tLanderir,g  h:irs ! 

Bills  turn  the  lenders  into  debcoro : 
The  wifli  of  Nero  now  13  theirs, 

"  That  they  liad  never  known  their  letters.'* 

Conceive  the  works  of  midnight  hags. 
Tormenting  fools  behind  their  backs : 

Thus  bankers  o'er  their  bills  and  bags 
Sit  fqueczing  if7iages  cf^-ujax. 

Conceive  the  whole  enchantment  broke ; 

The  Vi'itches  left  in  open  air. 
With  power  no  more  than  other  folk, 

Expos'd  with  all  their  7nagic  ware. 

So  powerful  are  a  banker's  bills. 

Where  creditors  demand  their  due ; 
They  break  up  counters,  doors,  and  tills. 

And  leave  the  empty  chefts  in  view, 

b  3  Thus 
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Thus  when  an  earthquake  lets  in  light 

Upon  the  god  o{ gola  and  /je/I, 
Unable  to  endure  the  fight. 

He  hides  within  his  darkeft  cell. 

As  when  a  conjurer  takes  a  leafe 

From  Satan  for  a  term  of  years. 
The  tenant  's  in  a  difmal  cafe. 

Whenever  the  /?/oo^  io/ici  appears. 

A  halted  banker  thus  defponds. 

From  his  own  hand  forefees  his  fall ; 

They  have  hisyoa/,  who  have  his  bonds  y. 
'I'is  like  the  <vjritbig  on  the  nvall. 

How  will  the  caitiff  wretch  be  fcar'd. 
When  firfl:  he  finds  himfelf  awake 

At  the  laft  trumpet  unprcpar'd. 

And  all  his  grand  account  to  make  1 

For  in  that  univerfal  call 

F'.w  bankers  will  to  Heaven  be  mounters? 
They  '11  cry,  "  Ye  Ihops,  upon  us  fall ! 

**  Conceal  and  cover  us,  yc  counters!" 

When  other  hands  the  /'r^Av  Ihall  hold,. 
And  they  in  men  and  angels'  Jight 

Produced  with  all  their  bills  and  gold, 
**  Weighed  in  the  balance,  and  found  light  I' 


The 


[     199     ] 
The  Description  Ox^  an  IRISH  FEAST, 

TranP.ated   almoft   literally   out   of  the   Original    Irifh.     lyzo. 

OROURK'S  noble  fire  will  ne'er  be  forgot. 
By  thofe  who  were  there,  or  thofe  who  were  not. 
His  revels  to  keep,  we  fup  and  we  dine 
On  feven  fcore  fheep,  fat  bullocks,  and  Twine. 
Ufquebaugh  to  our  feaft  in  pails  was  brought  up. 
An  hundred  at  leaft,  and  a  madder*  our  cup. 
O  there  is  the  fport !  we  rife  with  the  light 
In  diforderly  fort  from  fnoring  all  night. 

0  how  was  I  trick'd !  my  pipe  it  was  broke. 
My  pocket  was  pick'd,  I  loft  my  new  cloak. 

1  *m  rifled,  quoth  Nell,  of  mantle  and  kercherf : 
Why  then  fare  them  well,  the  de'el  tike  the  fearcher. 
Come,  harper,  ftrike  up ;  but,  firft,  by  your  favour. 
Boy,  give  us  a  cup :  ah !  this  has  fome  fivour. 
Orourk's  jolly  boys  ne'er  dream.t  of  the  matter. 
Till,  rous'd  by  the  noife  and  mufical  clatter. 

They  bounce  from  their  neft,  no  longer  will  tarry. 

They  rife  ready  drcft,  without  one  a--ve-mar}\ 

They  dance  in  a  round,  ciittlng  capers  and  ramping; 

A  mercy  the  ground  did  not  burft  with  their  ftampmg. 

The  floor  is  all  wet  with  leaps  and  with  jumps. 

While  the  water  and  fweat  fplifh-fplafh  in  their  pumps. 

Blefs  you  late  and  early,  I.aughlin  O  Enagin  t 

By  Mj  hand  I,  you  dance  rarely,  IVIargery  Grinagin. 

Bring  draw  for  our  bed,  fiiake  it  down  to  the  feet^ 

Then  over  us  fpread  die  winnowing  fueet : 

*   A  wooden  vedcl.      -f-  Hir,<1!cercMef.      +  An  Iriili  oatl;. 

O4  Ta 
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To  flirvv  I  don't  f.inch,  fill  the  bowl  up  again ; 
'1  hen  give  us  a  pinch  of  your  fneezing,  a  yean'*'. 
Good  Lord !  what  a  fight,  after  all  their  good  cheer. 
For  people  to  fight  in  the  midH  of  their  b^er ! 
They  rife  from  their  feall,  and  ho:  arc  their  brains, 
h  cubit  at  leaft  the  length  of  then-  fkcansf . 
What  ftabs  and  whnt  cuts,  vvh^t  clattering  of  flick-  ; 
What  ilrokes  on  thc^  guts,  wliat  baflings  and  kicks  ! 
With  cudgels  cf  oak  well  harden'd  in  flame, 
An  hundred  heads  broke,  an  hundred  Riuck  lame. 
You  churl,  1  '1!  maintain  my  father  built  Lufk, 
The  caftle  of  Slain,  and  Carrick  Drumruik  : 
The  Earl  of  Klldarc  and  Moynaka  his  brother. 
As  great  as  they  are,  I  was  nurft  by  their  mother. 
A^k  that  of  old  madam ,  (he  'il  tell  you  who's  who 
As  far  up  as  Adam,  fhe  knowa  it  is  true. 
Come  down  with  that  beam,  if  cudgels  are  fcarcc, 
A  blow  on  the  wcam,  or  :.  ki^k  un  ih'j  a — fc. 


AN     E  X  C  E  L  L  E  N  T    N  E  \V     SONG 
On  a  Seditious  Pa  m  r  h  l  e  tJ,   1720. 

To  the  Tvjr.e  v.f  «  P^ckir.gton's  PounJ." 

B  ROC  ADOS  and  damafks,  and  tabbies,  and  gawfes. 
Are  by  Robert  Bailentine  lately  brought  over. 
With  forty  things  mere:  now  hear  what  tlie  lav/  fays. 
Whoe'er  will  not  wear  them,  is  not  the  king's  lover. 

"    Ir'ifh  for  a  wom^.-:.  -|-   D-^ggcrs  or  fhort-fvvords. 

1    Fropofals  for  the   univerfal  ufe   of  Irifii  manufadlures,  for 
which  Wateri  the prjiucr  wij  fcverely  profecuted. 

Though 
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Though  a  printer  and  dean 

Scditioully  mean 
Our  true  Irifli  hearts  from  old  England  to  wean  ; 
We'll  buy  Englifh  filks  for  our  wives  and  our  daughters. 
In  fpite  of  Ills  deanlliip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

In  England  the  dead  in  woollen  are  clad. 

The  dean  and  his  printer  then  let  us  cry  fye  on ; 
To  be  cloath'd  like  a  carcafe,  would  make  a  Teague  mad. 
Since  a  living  dog  better  is  than  a  dead  lion. 

Our  wives  they  grow  fuUen 

At  wearing  of  woollen. 
And  all  we  poor  fhop-keepers  mull  our  horns  pull  in. 
Then  we  '11   buy   Englifh  filks  for  our  wives  and  cur 

daughters. 
In  fpite  of  his  deanfliip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

Whoever  our  trading  with  England  would  hinder. 
To  inflame  both  the  nations  do  plainly  cohlpire ; 
Eecaufe  IriQi  linen  will  foon  turn  to  tinder. 
And  wool  it  is  greafy,  and  quickly  takes  nre. 
Therefore  I  afTure  you. 
Our  noble  grand  jury, 
When  they  favv  the  dean's  book,  they  were  in  a  great  fury : 
They  would  buy  Englifh  filks  for  their  wives  and  tlieir 

daughters, 
In  fpite  of  his  deanfliip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

This  wicked  rogue  Waters,  who  always  is  finning. 
And  bef->re  coram  nobus  fo  oft'  has  been  call'd. 

Henceforward  Hiall  print  neither  pamphlets  nor  linen. 
And,  if  fwearing  can  do' t,  fliali  be  fwingingly  mavvl'd : 

Aii<3 
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And  as  for  the  dean. 
You  know  whom  I  mean. 
If  the  printer  will  peach  him,  he  'il  fcarce  come  ofFcIean. 
Then  we  'II  buy  Knghih  filks  for  our  wives  and  our 

daughtero. 
In  fpitc  of  his  deanfiiip  and  journeyman  Waters. 

THE   PROGRESS   OF   BEAUTY. 

1720. 

WHEN  f.rft  Diana  leaves  her  bed, 
\^apours  and  fleams  her  look  difgrace, 
A  frowzy  dirty- colour'd  red 

Sits  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face  : 
But  by  degrees,  when  mounted  high. 

Her  artificial  face  appears 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  (ky, 

Her  fpcts  are  gone,  her  vifagc  clears. 
'Twixt  earthly  females  and  die  moon 

All  parallels  exactly  run : 
If  Celia  Ihould  appear  too  foon, 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  undone  I 
To  fee  her  from  her  pillow  rife. 

All  reeldng  in  a  cloudy  fleam, 
Crack'u  lips,  f^jul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes. 

Poor  Strephon !  how  would  he  blafpheme  I 
Three  c  burs,  black,  and  red,  and  white. 

So  gracrful  in  their  proper  place. 
Remove  thsm.  to  a  different  fcite. 

They  fbrm  a  frightful  liideous  face : 


Tor 
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For  inflance,  when  the  lily  fkips 

Into  the  precinfts  of  the  rofe. 
And  takes  poiTeflion  of  the  lips, 

Leaving  the  purple  to  the  nofe : 
So  Celia  went  intire  to  bed. 

All  her  complexion  fafe  and  found ; 
But,  when  ihe  rofe,  white,  black,  and  red. 

Though  Hill  in  fight,  had  chang'd  their  ground. 
The  black,  which  would  not  be  confin'd, 

A  more  inferior  ftation  feeks. 
Leaving  the  fiery  red  behind. 

And  mingles  in  her  muddy  cheeks. 
But  Celia  can  with  eafe  reduce. 

By  help  of  pencil,  paint,  and  brufh. 
Each  colour  to  its  place  and  ufe. 

And  teach  her  cheeks  again  to  blufh. 
She  knows  her  early  felf  no  more. 

But  fill'd  with  admiration  ftandsj 
As  other  painters  oft*  adore 

The  workmanihip  of  their  own  hands» 

Thus,  after  four  important  hours, 

Celia  's  the  v/onder  of  her  fex : 
Say,  which  among  the  heavenly  powers 

Could  caufe  fuch  marvelous  effects  ? 
Venus,  indulgent  to  her  kind. 

Gave  women  all  their  hearts  could  wifh,. 
When  firft  fhe  taught  them^  where  to  find 

Wliite-lead  and  Lufitanian*  di(h. 

*  Portugal, 
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Love  with  white-lead  cements  his  wings : 
White -lead  was  Tent  us  to  repair 

Two  brighteft,  brittleft,  earthly  things, 
A  lady's  face,  and  Cliioa-ware. 

She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  faih ; 

The  window  is  her  proper  fphere : 
Ah,  lovely  nymph !  be  not  too  ralh, 
'    Nor  let  the  beaux  approach  too  near. 
Ta.ke  pattern  by  your  Jijhr  ftar: 

Delude  at  onc>i  and  blefb  our  fight; 
When  you  arc  fcen,  be  fcen  from  far. 

And  chiefly  choofe  to  fhine  by  night. 
But  art  no  longer  can  prevail. 

When  the  materials  all  are  gone; 
The  beft  mechanic  hand  m.uil  fail, 

AVhere  nothing  's  left  to  work  upon. 
Mattery  as  wife  logicians  fay. 

Cannot  without  2i/orm  fubfift; 
And/cr;;;,  fay  I  as  well  as  they, 

MuH  fail,  if  mat:e)'  brings  no  griH. 

And  this  is  fair  Diana's  cafe  ; 

For  all  aflrologcrs  maintain. 
Each  night  a  bit  drop.-;  off  her  face. 

When  mortals  fay  fhe  's  in  her  Vv'ane : 
While  Partridge*  wifely  ftieus  the caufe 

Efficient  of  the  moon's  decay. 
That  Cancer  with  his  poifonous  claws 

Attacks  her  in  the  milky  ivay  : 

•  Partridge  and  Gsdbury  wrote  each  an  cphe^xerl; 


But 
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But  Gadbury,  in  art  profound, 

•  From  her  pale  cheeks  pretends  to  {how. 
That  fwain  Endymion*  is  not  found. 
Or  elfe  that  Mercury's  her  foe. 

But,  let  the  caufe  be  what  it  will. 

In  half  a  month  fhe  looks  fo  tliin. 
That  Flamftsed  f  can,  with  all  his  ikill. 

See  but  her  forehead  and  her  cliin. 
Yet,  as  fhe  waftes,  (he  grows  difcreet. 

Till  midnight  never  fhews  her  head : 
So  rotting  Celia  llroUs  the  ftreet. 

When  fobcr  folks  are  all  a-bed  : 
For  fure,  if  this  be  I.una's  fate. 

Poor  Celia,  but  of  mortal  race. 
In  vain  expc£ls  a  longer  date 

To  die  materials  0^  her  face. 
When  Mercury  her  treffes  mows. 

To  think  of  black-lead  combs  is  vain; 
No  painting  can  reftore  a  no/ey 

Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 
Ye  powers,  who  over  love  prefide ! 

Since  mortal  beauties  drop  fo  foon. 
If  ye  ^-voald  have  us  well  fupply'd, 

Seiid  us  ne-zv  nymphs  with  each  nenv  moon! 

♦  A   V'^ung  ihephcrd,    of    whom   Diana  was  feigned    to   be 
♦  namoured. 

f  JohnFlamftccd,  the  celebrated  aflronomer  royal. 

THE 
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THE  PROGRESS   OF   POETRY. 

THE  farmer's  goofe,  who  in  the  Hubble 
Has  fed  without  reftraint  or  trouble. 

Grown  fat  with  corn,  and  fitting  fHll, 

Can  fcarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  fill  j 

And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 

Her  belly  in  the  neighbouring  pool ; 

Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 

For  cackling  fhews  the  goofe  is  poor. 
But,  when  fhe  muft  be  turn'd  to  graze. 

And  round  the  barren  common  ftrays. 

Hard  exerclfe  and  harder  fare 

Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  fpare : 

Her  body  light,  fhe  trie$  her  wings. 

And  fcorns  the  ground,  and  upward  fprings ; 

While  all  the  parifh,  as  {he  flies. 

Hear  founds  harmonious  from  the  fkies. 
Such  is  the  poet  frelli  in  pay 

(The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play) ; 
His  morning-draughts  till  noon  can  fwill 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  quill  : 
With  good  roaR  beef  his  belly  full. 
Grown  lazy,  (oggy,  fat,  and  dull. 
Deep  funk  in  plenty  and  delight, 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight  ? 
Or,  ftufF'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat. 
What  poet  e'er  could  fmg  a  note ? 
Nor  Pegafus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  the  high  ctlellial  road  j 

The 
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The  fteed,  opprefo'd,  would  break  his  girth. 
To  raife  the  lumber  from  the  earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  Tcene, 
When  idl  his  drink  is  Hippocrene, 
Kis  money  fpent,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  for  cheefe  and  ale ; 
His  two-years  coat  fo  fmooth  and  bare. 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air; 
With  liungry  meals  his  body  pin'd. 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind; 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race. 
His  flefh  brought  down  to  flying  cafe ; 
Now  his  exalted  fpirit  loaths 
Incumbrances  of  food  and  cloaths; 
And  up  he  rifes,  like  a  vapour. 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper; 
He  nnging  flies,  and  flying  fmgs. 
While  from  below  all  Grub-ftreet  rings.  ■ 

THE    SOUTH-SEA   PROJECT.     1721. 

**  Apparent  rari  nantes  in  gurgite  vafto, 

**  Anna  virum,  tabulsque,  et  Troia  gaza  per  undss." 

Vjr6» 

YE  wife  pliilofophers,  explain 
What  magick  makes  our  money  rife. 
When  dropt  into  the  Southern  main ; 

Or  do  thefe  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes? 
Put  in  your  money  fairly  told; 

Prejio!  be  gone — 'Tis  here  again: 
Ladies  and  gentlemen,  behold, 

Here  's  every  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

Thus 
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Thus  in  a  bafon  drop  a  (hilling. 
Then  fill  the  veflel  to  the  brim  ; 

You  {hall  obferve,  as  you  are  filling. 
The  ponderous  metal  Teems  to  fwim. 

It  rifes  both  in  bulk  and  height. 
Behold  it  fwelling  like  a  fop ; 

The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  fight ; 
Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top  1 

In  flock  three  hundred  thoufand  pound; 

I  have  in  view  a  lord's  eflate ; 
My  manors  all  contiguous  round ; 

A  coach  and  fix,  and  fcrv'd  in  plate ! 

Thus,  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves ; 

Puts  all  upon  a  defpcrate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  v/aves. 

Dipt  over  head  and  ears — in  d-  bt. 

So,  by  a  calenture  mi  fled. 

The  mariner  with  rapture  fees. 

On  the  fmooth  ocean's  azure  bed, 
Enamel'd  fields  and  verdant  trees: 

With  eager  hal^c  he  longs  to  rove 
In  that  fant.illic  fccnc,  and  think:. 

It  muft  be  fome  enchanted  grove; 
And  in  he  leaps,  and  dc^^vn  he  finks. 

Five  hundred  chariots,  juft  befpokc. 
Are  funk  in  thefe  devouring  waves. 

The  horfes  drou'n'd,  the  harncfs  broke. 
And  here  the  ovvXiers  find  their  grave*. 


Like 
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Like  Pharaoh,  by  direSfors  led; 

They  with  x^tix  f polls  went  fafe  before; 
His  chariots,  tumbUng  out  the  dead. 

Lay  ihatter'd  on  the  Red-  Sea  fhore. 

Rais'd  up  en  Hope's  afpiring  plumes. 

The  young  adventurer  o'er  the  deep 
An  eagle's  flight  and  ftate  alfumes. 

And  fcorns  the  middle-way  to  keep. 

On  paper  wings  he  tikes  his  flight. 
With  <wax  x\\Q  father  bound  them  fail; 

The  nvax  is  melted  by  the  height. 
And  down  the  towering  boy  is  call. 

A  moralift  might  here  explain 

The  raflmefs  of  the  Cretan  youth ; 
Defcribe  his  fall  into  the  main. 

And  from  a  fable  form  a  truth. 

His  swings  arc  liis  paternal  renty 

He  melts  the  n,vax  at  every  flame  ; 
His  credit  funk,  his  money  fpent. 

In  Southern  Seas  he  leagues  his  name. 

Inform  us,  you  that  bell  can  tell. 

Why  in  yon'  dangerous  gulph  profound^ 
Where  hundreds  and  where  thoufands  fell. 

Fools  chiefly  float,  the  'v.-ife  are  drown'd  ? 
So  have  I  feen  from  Severn's  brink 

A  flock  oi geefe  jump  down  together; 
Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  would  fmk. 

And,  fwlmming,  never  wet  a  feather. 
Vol.  XLII.  P  Eut, 
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Eut,  I  affirm,  'tis  falfe  in  fa6^, 
Diredlors  better  knew  their  tools ; 

We  fee  the  nation's  credit  crackt. 

Each  knave  hath  made  athoufand  fools. 

One  fool  may  from  another  win. 
And  then  get  oiF  with  money  ftor'd  f 

But,  \^  2i  Jharper  once  comes  in. 

He  throws  at  all,  and  fweeps  the  board. 

As  fifhes  on  each  other  prey. 

The  great  ones  fwallowing  up  the  fmall  j 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea ; 

The  whale  diredors  eat  up  all. 

Wheny^cri  is  high,  they  come  between^ 
Making  by  fecond-hand  their  offers  > 

Then  cunningly  retire  unfeen. 
With  each  a  million  in  his  coffers. 

So,  when  upon  a  moon-lhine  night 
An  afs  was  drinking  at  a  ftream ; 

A  cloud  arofe,  and  ftopt  the  light. 
By  intercepting  every  beam : 

The  day  of  judgement  will  be  foon 
(Cries  out  a  fage  among  the  croud)  , 

An  afs  hath  fwallow'd  up  the  moon ! 
(The  moon  lay  fafe  behind  a  cloud). 

Each  i^oov  fub/criber  to  the  fea 

Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies  ; 
Diredors  fall  as  well  as  ihey. 

Their  fall  is  but  a  trick  to  rife. 
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So  fifhes,  rifmg  from  the  main. 

Can  foar  with  moiften'd  wings  on  high; 

The  moifture  dry'd,  they  fmk  again. 
And  dip  their  fins  again  to  fly. 

Undone  at  play,  the  female  troops 

Come  here  their  lofies  to  retrieve ; 
Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  fpacious  hoops. 

Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  fieve. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  fea  defcends. 

As  poets  feign ;  but  where  's  the  moral  ? 

It  fhevvs  the  Queen  of  Lcve  intends 

To  fearch  the  deep  for  pearl  and  coral.- 

The  fea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  heard  it  from  my  grannam's  mouth ; 

Which  now  I  clearly  underftand. 
For  by  the  fea  {he  meant  the  Sout^. 

Thus  bv  dircSlcrs  we  are  told, 

'*  Pray,  Gentlemen, believe  your  eyes; 

Our  ocean  's  cover'd  o'er  v/ith  gold. 
Look  round  and  fee  how  thick  it  lies : 

We,  Gentlemen,  are  your  alfiilers. 

We  '11  come,  and  hold  you  by  the  chin. — ■' 

Alas !  all  is  not  gold  that  glillers. 
Ten  thoufand  fmk  by  leaping  in. 

Oh !  would  thof^  patriots  be  fo  kind. 
Here  in  the  deep  to  nwijh  their  hands.- 

Then,  like  Paftolus,  we  fhould  find 
The  fea  indeed  had  golden  fends. 

P  2  "A  fhilling 
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A  fhilllng  in  the  bath  you  fling^; 

The  filver  takes  a  nobler  hue. 
By  magic  virtue  in  the  fpring^ 

And  feems  a  guinea  to  your  view. 

But,  as  a  guinea  will  not  pafs 
At  market  for  a  farthing  more. 

Shewn  through  a  multiplying-glafs,. 
Than  what  it  always  did  before  : 

So  call  it  in  the  Southern  Seas, 

Or  view  it  through  2i  jobber^ $  bill; 

Put  on  what  fpedlacles  you  pleafe. 
Your  guinea  's  but  a  guinea  (lilL 

One  night  a  fool  into  a  brook 

Thus  from  a  liillock  looking  down, 

^h.Q  goUenjtars  for  guineas  took. 
And,  Jilver  Cynthia  for  a  crown. 

The  point  he  could  no  longer  doubt ; 

He  ran,  he  leapt  into  tlie  flood ; 
There  fprawl'd  awhile,  and  fcarce  got  out. 

All  cover 'd  o*er  with  flime  and  mud. 

"  Upon  the  water  caft  thy  bread, 

"  And  after  many  days  thou  'It  find  it;** 

But  gold  upon  this  ocean  fpread 

Shall  fmk,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  it> 

There  is  a  gulph,  where  thouGmds  fell. 
Here  all  the  bold  adventurers  came, 

A  narrow  found,  though  deep  as  hell ; 
'Change-Alley  is  the  dreadful  name*. 


Nine 
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Nine  times  a  day  it  ebbs  and  flows ; 

Yet  he  that  on  the  furface  lies. 
Without  a  pilot  feldom  knows 

The  time  it  falls,  or  when  'twill  rife. 
Subfcribers  here  by  thoufands  float. 

And  joftle  one  another  down; 
Each  paddling  in  his  leaky  boat ; 

And  here  they  fiih  for  gold,  and  drown, 
♦*  *Now  bury'd  in  the  depth  below, 

"  Now  mounted  up  to  heaven  again, 
"  They  reel  and  ftagger  to  and  fro, 

"  At  their  wits  end,  like  drunken  men.** 
Mean  time  fecure  on  Garrawayf  clifi^s, 

A  favage  race  by  fhipwrecks  fed. 
Lie  waiting  for  the  founder'd  fkiiFs, 

And  ftrip  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 
But  thefe,  you  fay,  are  fadious  lyes. 

From  fome  malicious  Tory's  brain ; 
For,  where  DireSiors  get  a  prize. 

The  Swifs  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drain. 
Thus,  when  by  rooks  a  lord  is  ply'd. 

Some  cully  often  wins  a  bet. 
By  venturing  on  the  cheating  fide. 

Though  not  into  the  fecret  let. 
While  fome  build  caftles  in  the  air, 

DireSiors  build  them  in  the  feas ; 
Subfcribers  plainly  fee  them  there. 

For  fools  will  fee  as  wife  men  pleafe. 
"*  Pfalm  cvii,       f  A  cofTee-houfe  in 'Change-Alley* 

P  3  ThiM 
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Thus  oft'  by  mariners  are  fhovvii 
(Unlefs  the  men  of  Kent  are  lyars) 

Earl  Godwin's  caftles  overflown. 

And  palace-roofs,  and  fteeple-fpires. 

Mark  where  the  fly  Dlre^ors  creep. 
Nor  to  the  fliore  approach  too  nigh ! 

The  monfters  nelUe  in  the  deep. 
To  feizc  you  in  your  pafiing  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wife. 
Who,  taught  by  inftinft  how  to  fliun 

The  crocodile,  that  lurking  lies. 

Run  as  they  drink,  and  drink  and  run. 

Antffius  could,  by  magic  charms. 
Recover  ftrengtli  whene'er  he  fell ; 

Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms. 
And  fent  him  itp  in  air  to  hell. 

DireHorsy  thrown  into  the  fea. 

Recover  ftrength  and  vigour  there; 

But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 
Su/pended  for  a  while  in  air. 

DircElors !  for  'tis  you  I  warn. 

By  long  experience  we  have  found 

What  planet  rul'd  when  you  were  born ; 
We  fee  you  never  can  be  drown'd. 

Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow, 

Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach ; 

For,  if  the  fea  fliould  fmk  fo  low 
To  leave  you  dry  upon  the  beach. 


You'U 
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You  '11  owe  your  ruin  to  your  bulk : 

Your  foes  already  waiting  fland. 
To  tear  you  like  a  foundered  hulk. 

While  you  lie  helplefs  on  the  fand. 

Thus,  when  a  whale  has  loft  the  tide. 
The  coafters  crowd  to  feize  the  fpoil ; 

The  monfter  into  parts  divide. 

And  ftrip  the  bones,  and  melt  the  oil. 

Oh !  may  fome  nxjejiern  tempeft  fweep 
Thefe  locujis  whom  our  fruits  have  fed. 

That  plague  Dire^ors  to  the  deep, 

Driv'n  from  the  South-Sea  to  the  Red! 

May  he,  whom  Nature's  laws  obey. 

Who  lifts  the  poor,  d.ndiji?iks  the  proud, 

*'  Quiet  the  raging  of  the  y^.?, 

"  And  ftill  the  madnefs  of  the  crowd  l" 

But  never  fhall  our  ifle  have  reft. 

Till  thofe  devouring  yw/«d?  run  down, 

(The  devils  leaving  the  pofleft) 

And  headlong  in  the  ^.vaters  drown. 

The  nation  then  too  late  will  find. 

Computing  all  their  coft  and  trouble, 

DireSiors'*  promifes  but  wind, 

Scuth-Sea  at  beft  a  m\g\iX.y ^bubble. 


p  + 
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THE    DOG    AND    SHADOW. 

ORE  cibum  portans  catulus  dum  fpedVat  in  undis, 
Apparet  liquido  praedze  melioris  imago: 
Dum  fpeciofa  diu  damna  admiratur,  et  alte 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  prseceps 
Ore  cibus,  nee  non  fimulachrum  corripit  una. 
Occupat  ille  avibus  deceptis  faucibus  umbram; 
Illudit  fpecies,  ac  dentibus  aera  mordet. 


TO        A        FRIEND, 

Who  had  been  much  abufed  in  many  different  L  i  b  E  l  s . 

THE  greateft  Monarch  may  be  ftabb'd  by  night. 
And  fortune  help  the  murderer  in  his  flight ; 
The  vilell  rufhan  may  commit  a  rape. 
Yet  fafe  from  injur'd  innocence  efcape; 
And  Calumny,  by  working  under  ground. 
Can,  unreveng'd,  the  greatefl  merit  wound. 

V/hat  's  to  be  done  ?  Shall  Wit  and  Learning  choofc 
To  live  obfcure,  and  have  no  fame  to  lofe  ? 
By  Cenfure  frighted  out  of  Honour's  road. 
Nor  dare  to  ufe  the  gifts  by  Heaven  beftow'd? 
Or  fearlefs  enter  in  through  Virtue's  gate. 
And  buy  diftindion  at  the  deareil  rate  ? 

BILLET 
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BILLET  to  the  Company  of  Players. 

THE  incloftd  Prologue  is  firmed  upon  the  ftory  of 
the  Secretary's  not  fufferi.ig  you  to  a6l,  unlefs 
you  would  pay  him  300  /.  per  annum ;  upon  which 
you  got  a  licence  from  the  Lord  Mayor  to  ad  as 
ftrcllers. 

The  Prologue  fuppofes,  that,  upon  your  being 
forbidden  to  aft,  a  company  oi  country-ftrollers  came 
and  hired  the  Play-houfe,  and  your  cloaths,  &c.  to 
aft  in. 


THE       PROLOGUE. 

OUR  fet  of  ftrollers,  wandering  up  and  down. 
Hearing  the  houie  was  empty,  came  to  town; 
And,  with  a  licence  from. our  good  Lord  Mayor, 
Went  to  one  Griffith,  formerly  a  player ; 
Him  we  perfuaded,  with  a  moderate  bribe. 
To  fpeak  to  Elrington  and  all  the  tribe. 
To  let  our  company  fupply  their  places. 
And  hire  us  out  their  fcenes,  and  cloaths,  and  faces. 
Is  not  the  truth  the  truth  ?  Look  full  on  me ; 
I  am  not  Elrington,  nor  Griffith  he. 
When  we  perform,  look  iharp  among  our  crew. 
There's  not  a  creature  here  you  ever  knew. 
The  former  folks  were  fervants  to  the  king ; 
We,  humble  ftrollers,  always  on  the  wing. 

Nowj 


4i8  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  upon  the  whole. 
Rather  than  ftarve,  a  better  man  would  ftroll. 

Stay,  let  me  fee — Three  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
Por  leave  to  ad  in  town !   'Tis  plaguy  dear. 
Now,  here  's  a  warrant ;  Gallants,  pleafe  to  mark, 
Por  three  thirteens  and  fixpence  to  the  clerk. 
Three  hundred  pounds !  Were  I  the  price  to  fix. 
The  publick  fhould  beftow  the  adors  fix. 
A  fcore  of  guineas,  given  under-hand. 
For  a  good  word  or  fo,  we  underftand. 
To  help  an  honeft  lad  that 's  out  of  place. 
May  coft  a  crown  or  fo ;  a  common  cafe : 
And,  in  a  crew,  'tis  no  injuftice  thought 
To  fhip  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat. 
But,  in  the  chronicles  of  former  ages. 
Who  ever  heard  of  fervants  paying  wages  ? 

I  pity  Elrington  with  all  my  heart; 
Would  he  were  here  this  night  to  a£l  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  was  to  be  a  ftroUer ; 
Hov/  free  we  aded,  and  had  no  comptroller : 
In  every  town  we  wait  on  Mr.  Mayor, 
Pirll  get  a  licence,  then  produce  our  ware ; 
V/e  found  a  trumpet,  or  we  beat  a  drum ; 
Huzza!  (the  fchool^boys roar)  the  players  are  come! 
And  then  we  cry,  to  fpur  the  bumpkins  on. 
Gallants,  by  Tuefday  next  v/e  muft  be  gone. 
I  told  him,  in  the  fmootheft  way  I  could. 
All  this  and  more,  yet  it  would  do  no  good. 
But  Elrington,  tears  falling  from  his  cheeks. 
He  that  has  Ihone  with  Betterton  and  Wilks, 

T# 
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To  whcm  our  country  has  been  always  dear. 
Who  chofe  to  leave  his  deareft  pledges  here. 
Owns  all  your  fav^ours,  here  intends  to  ftay. 
And,  as  a  ftroUer,  a£t  in  every  play : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  refolution  takes. 
To  live  and  die  all  firoUers  for  your  fakes : 
Not  frighted  with  an  ignominious  name. 
For  your  difpleafure  is  their  only  Ihame. 

A  pox  on  Elrington's  majeftic  tone  I 
Now  to  a  word  of  bufmefs  in  our  own. 

Gallants,  next  Thurfday  night  will  be  our  laft; 
Then,  without  fail,  we  pack  up  for  Belfaft. 
Lofe  not  your  time,  nor  our  diverfions  mifs. 
The  next  we  ad  fhall  be  as  good  as  this. 

EPIGRAM. 

GREAT  folks  are  of  a  finer  mold; 
Lord !  how  politely  they  can  fcold  1 
While  a  coarfe  Englifli  tongue  will  itch 
For  whore  and  rogue,  and  dog  and  bitch. 

PROLOGUE  to  a  Play  for  the  Benefit  of  the 

Distressed  Weavers.     By  Dr.  Sheridan. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Elrington.     1721. 

GREAT  cry  and  little  wool— is  now  become 
The  plague  and  proverb  of  the  Weaver's  loom  i 
No  wool  to  work  on,  neither  weft  nor  warp ; 
Their  pockets  empty,  and  their  ftomachs  Iharp. 

Provok'd, 
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Provok'd,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  cry : 
Ladies,  relieve  the  weavers ;  or  they  die ! 
Forfake  your  filks  for  ItufFs ;  nor  think  it  flrange 
To  fhift  your  cloaths,  fmce  you  delight  in  change 
One  thing  with  freedom  I  '11  prefume  to  tell — 
The  men  will  like  you  every  bit  as  well. 

See,  I  am  drefs'd  from  top  to  toe  in  ftufF; 
And,  by  my  troth,  1  think  I  'm  fine  enough : 
My  wife  admires  me  more,  and  fwears  fhe  never. 
In  any  drefs,  beheld  me  look  fo  clever. 
And,  Lf  a  man  be  better  ii;  fuch  ware. 
What  great  advantage  muH  it  gi/e  the  fair! 
Our  wool  from  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds: 
Silks  come  from  maggots,  callicues  from  weeds : 
Hence  'tis  by  fad  experience  that  we  find 
Ladies  in  filks  to  vapours  much  inclin'd — 
And  what  are  they  but  maggots  in  the  mind  ? 
por  which  I  think  it  reafon  to  conclude 
That  cloaths  may  change  our  temper  like  our  food.^' 
Chintzes  are  gawdy,  and  engage  our  eyes 
Too  much  about  tht  party-colour'd  dyes: 
Although  the  luftrc  is  from  you  begun. 
We  fee  the  rainbow,  and  negle*rt  the  fun. 

How  fweet  and  innocent  's  the  country  maid. 
With  fmall  expence  in  native  wool  array'd; 
Who  copies  from  the  fields  her  homely  green, 
While  by  her  fhepherd  with  delight  fne  's  feen ! 
Should  our  fair  ladies  drefs  like  her  in  wool. 
How  much  more  lovely,  and  how  beautiful, 

M'iLhout 
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Without  their  Indian  drapery,  they  M  prove, 
Whilft  wool  would  help  to  warm  us  into  love ! 
Then,  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Greece, 
We  'd  all  contend  to  gain  the  Golden  Fleece ! 


EPILOGUE,     BY    THE     DEAN. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Griffith. 

WHO  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age. 
When  charity  begins  to  tread  the  ftage  ? 
When  adors,  who,  at  beft,  are  hardly  favers. 
Will  give  a  night  of  benefit  to  Weavers  ? 
Stay — let  me  fee,  how  finely  will  it  found ! 
Imprimisy  From  his  Grace*  an  hundred  pound. 
Peers,  clergy,  gentry,  all  are  benefa6loiS ; 
And  then  comes  in  the  item  cf  the  actors. 
Itenii  The  adors  freely  gave  a  day — 
The  Poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  Play. 

But  v/hence  this  wondrous  charity  in  Players  ? 
They  learnt  it  not  at  Sermons,  or  at  Prayers : 
Under  the  rofe,  fince  here  are  none  but  friends, 
(To  own  the  truth)  we  have  fome  private  ends. 
Since  waiting-women,  like  exadling  jades. 
Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
We  'II  drefs  in  manufa<^ures  made  at  home. 
Equip  our  kings  2ind  generals  at  TheCombf, 

*   Archbifhop  King. 

t  A  ftreet  famous  for  WooJlen  Manufadlures. 

We '13 
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We  '11  rig  from  Meath-ftreet  Egypt's  haughty  queen. 

And  Antony  fliall  court  her  in  ratteen. 

In  blue  JhaUoon  fliall  Hannibal  be  clad, 

Aud  Scipio  trail  an  \x\^  purple  plaid. 

In  drugget  dreft,  of  thirteen  pence  a  yard. 

Sec  Philip's  Ton  r.midft  his  Pcrfian  guard; 

And  proud  Roxana,  fir'd  with  jealous  rage. 

With  fifty  yards  of  crape  (hall  fweep  the  ftage. 

In  fliort,  our  kings  and  princelTes  within 

Are  a'l  rcfolv'd  this  projedl  to  begin; 

And  you,  our  fubjeds,  when  you  here  rcfort. 

Mini  imitate  the  fafti ion  of  the  Court. 

Oh!  could  I  fee  this  audience  clad  injluff. 
Though  money  's  fcarce,  we  fliould  have  trade  enough; 
But  chiuizcy  brocades,  and  lace,  take  all  away. 
And  fcarce  a  crown  is  left  to  fee  a  play. 
Perhaps  you  wonder  whence  this  friendfliip  fpringi 
Between  the  Weavers  and  us  Play-houfe  Kings ; 
But  Wit  and  Weaving  hud  the  fame  beginning; 
Pallas  firll  taught  us  Poetry  and  Spinning : 
And,  next,  obferve  how  tliis  alliance  fits. 
For  Weavers  now  are  jufl  as  poor  as  Wits : 
Their  brother  quill-mcn,  workers  for  the  ftagc. 
For  (orry /lujj' czn  get  a  crown  a  page; 
But  Weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  Players, 
And  fell  for  twenty-pence  a  yard  of  theirs. 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  lefs  in 
The  Poet's  wit,  than  ia  the  Player's  dreifrng. 
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A     POEM,      BY      DR.     DELANY, 
On  the  preceding  Prologue  and  Epilogue. 

'*  Foemireo  generi  tribuantur." 

THE  Mufcs,  whom  the  richeft  filks  array, 
Refufe  to  flmg  their  fhining  gowns  away: 
The  pencil  clothes  the  Nine  in  bright  brocades. 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  pidur'd  maids ; 
Far  above  mortal-drefs  the  fillers  Ihine,  * 

Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  muft  be  fine. 
And  fliall  two  Bards  in  concert  rhyme  and  hufF, 
And  fret  thefe  Mufes  with  their  Play-houfe  lluft'? 

The  Player  in  mimic  piety  may  llorm. 
Deplore  the  Comb,  and  bid  her  Heroes  arm : 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage, 
May  curfe  the  Belles  and  Chintzes  of  the  age : 
Yet  Hill  the  Artill:  Worm  her  Silk  {h;dl  Ihare, 
And  fpin  her  thread  of  life  in  fervice  of  the  fair. 

The  Cotton-plant,  whom  fatire  cannot  blall:. 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  thefe  realms,  andlaftj 
Like  yours,  ye  Fair,  her  fame  from  cenfure  grows. 
Prevails  in  charms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Your  injur'd  plant  Ihall  meet  a  loud  defence. 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some  Bard,  perhaps,  whofc  landlord  was  a  Weaver, 
Penn'd  the  low  Prologue,  to  return  a  favour  : 
Some  neighbour  Wit,  that  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
Work'd  with  his  friend,  and  wove  the  Epilogue. 

Who 
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Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  provides  the  bayi. 
For  fuch  Wool-gacheriug  Sonnetteers  as  thefe  ? 
Hence  then,  ye  i:o\i.-ipua  Witlings,  that  perfuade 
MifsChloe  to  the  fafliion  of  her  maid. 
Shall  the  n.>jide  Hoop,  that  ftandard  of  the  town. 
Thus  aft  fubfervient  to  a  Poplin  Gown? 
Who  'd  fmell  of  wool  all  over?  'Tis  enough 
The  under-petticoat  be  made  of  ftufF. 
Lord!  to  be  wrapt  in  flannel  juft  in  May, 
When  the  fields  drefs'd  in  flowers  appear  fo  gay 
And  fliall  not  Mifs  htf.onver^d  as  well  as  they? 

In  what  weak  colours  would  the  plaid  appear, 
Work'd  to  a  quilt,  or  ftudded  in  a  chair ! 
The  fkin,  that  vies  with  fllk,  would  fret  with  ftuflf; 
Or  who  could  bear  in  bed  a  thing  fo  rough  ? 
Ye  knowing  Fair,  how  eminent  that  bed. 
Where  the  Chintze  diamonds  with  the  Silken  Thread, 
Where  ruftling  curtains  call  the  curious  eye. 
And  boail  the  flreaks  and  paintings  of  the  Iky ! 
Of  flocks  they  'd  have  your  milky  ticking  full; 
And  all  this  for  the  benefit  of  wool ! 

*'  But   where,"    fay  they,  "  fliall  v/e  beftow  tliefe 
"  Weavers, 
'*  That  fpread  our  ftreets,  and  are  fuch  piteous  era  vers :" 
The  Silk-worms  (brittle  beings!)  prone  to  fate. 
Demand  their  care  to  make  their  webs  complete : 
Thefe  may  they  tend,  their  promifes  receive ; 
We  cannot  pay  too  much  for  what  thev  give  1 
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ON      GAULSTOWN    HOUSE, 

BY      DR.      DEL  ANY*. 

?  *~r^IS  (o  old,  and  (o  ugly,  and  yet  fo  convenient, 
JL      You  're  fometlmes  in  pleafure,  though  often  in 
pain  in  't : 
Tis  fo  large,  you  may  lodge  a  few  friends  with  eafe  in  't; 
You  may  turn  and  llretch  at  your  length  if  you  pleafe 

in  't : 
'Tis  fo  little,  the  family  live  in  a  prefs  in  't. 
And  poor  Lady  Bettyf  has  fcarce  room  to  drefs  in  't: 
'Tis  fo  cold  in  the  winter,  you  can't  bear  to  lie  in  't; 
And  fo  hot  in  the  fummer,  you  're  ready  to  fry  in  't : 
■'Tis  fo  brittle,  'twould  fcarce  bear  the  weight  of  a  tun; 
Yet  fo  (launch,  that  it  keeps  out  a  great  deal  of  fun  : 
'Tis   fo   crazy,    the   weather    w'.th   eafe   beats    quite 

through  it. 
And  you  're  forc'd  every  year  in  fome  part  to  renew  it. 
'Tis  fo  ugly,  fo  ufeful,  fo  big,  and  fo  little ; 
'Tis  fo  {launch,  and  fo  crazy,  fo  ftrong,  and  fo  brittle ; 
'Tis  at  one  time  fo  hot,  and  another  fo  cold ; 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old  ; 
It  is  juft  half  a  blefhng,  and  jull  half  a  curfe — 
I  wlfh  then,  dear  George,  it  were  better  or  wcrfe. 

*  The  feat  of  George  Rocljfort,  efo.  (father  to  the  EnrI  of 
Belvldere)j  where  Dr.  Swlfr  and  an  agrf.eable  fet  of  friends  fpenc 
par:  of  the  fummer  of  1721. 

f  Daz-ghter  to  the  Earl  cf  Drogheda,  and  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Rochfjrt. 

VoL.XLIL  Q^  THE 
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THE      COUNTRY-LIFE. 
Part  of  a  Summer  fpent  at  Gaulstown-Kouse. 

THALIA,  tell  in  fober  lays. 
How  George*,Nimf,DanI,Dean§,pars  their  days; 
And,  fhould  our  Gaulflown's  art  grow  fallow. 
Yet  Neget  quis  carmina  Gallo? 

Here  (by  the  way)  by  Gallus  mean  I  5 

Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Delany. 
Begin,  my  Mufe.     Firll  from  our  bowers 
We  fally  forth  at  different  hours ; 
At  feven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  dreft. 
Goes  round  the  houfe  to  wake  the  reft ;  ^lO 

At  nine,  grave  Nim,  and  G  eorge  facetious, 
Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 
At  ten,  my  Lady  comes  and  hedors. 
And  kilTes  George,  and  ends  our  leflures ; 
And  when  fhe  has  him  by  the  neck  faft,  \t^ 

Halls  him,  and  fcolds  us  down  to  breakfaft. 
V/e  {quander  there  an  hour  or  more. 
And  then  all  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar; 
All,  heteroclite  Dan  except. 
Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept,  :-2€ 

•  Mr.  Rochfort. 

-^  His  brother,    Mr.  John  Rochfort,  who  was  called  Nimrod, 
from  his  great  attachment  to  the  chace, 

X  Rev.  Daniel  Jackfon,  §  Dr.  Swift. 

But, 
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But,  by  peculiar  whimfies  drawn. 
Peeps  in  the  ponds  to  look  for  fpawn ; 
O'erlees  the  work,  or  Dragon*  rows. 
Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hofe ; 
Or — but  proceed  we  in  our  journal —  2^ 

At  two,  or  after,  we  return  all : 
From  the  four  elements  aiTembling, 
Warned  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling ; 
From  airy  garrets  fome  dcfcend. 
Some  from  the  lake's  remoteil  end :  3f 

My  Lordf  and  Dean  the  iire  forfake  ; 
Dan  leaves  the  earthly  fpade  and  rake  : 
The  loiterers  quake,  no  corner  hides  them. 
And  Lady  Betty  foundly  chides  them. 
Now  water  's  brought,  and  dinner  's  done:  3^ 

"V\''ith  **  Church  and  King"  the  lady  's  gone ; 
(Not  reckoning  half  an  hour  we  pafs 
Jn  talking  o'er  a  moderate  glafs). 
Dan,  growing  drowfy,  like  a  thief 
Steals  off  to  dofe  away  his  beef;  40 

And  this  muft  pafs  for  reading  Hammonds- 
While  George  and  Dean  go  to  backgammon. 
George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  fet  out  at  four. 
And  then  again,  boys,  to  the  oar. 
JBut  when  the  fun  goes  to  the  deep,  45 

(Not  to  difturb  him  in  his  fleep, 

*  A  fmall  boat  fo  called. 

•j-  Mr.  Rochfort's  father  was  Lord  Chief  Baro.n  of  the  Exche- 
quer in  Ireland, 

Qjs  Or 
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Or  make  a  rumbling  o'er  his  head. 

His  candle  out,  and  he  a-bed) 

We  watch  his  motions  to  a  minute. 

And  leave  the  flood  when  he  gees  in  it.  50 

Now  ftinted  in  the  fhortening  day. 

We  go  to  prayers,  and  then  to  play. 

Till  fupper  comes ;  and  after  that 

We  fit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 

'Tis  late — the  old  and  younger  pairs,  55 

By  Adam*  lighted,  walk  up  ftairs. 

The  weary  Dean  goes  to  his  chamber; 

And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

$0  when  the  circle  we  have  run, 

Tlie  curtain  falls,  and  all  is  done.  €0 

I  might  have  mention'd  feveral  fafts, 
like  epifodes  between  the  afts ; 
And  tell  who  lofes  and  who  wins. 
Who  gets  a  cold,  who  breaks  his  fnins ; 
}-Jow  Dan  cacght  nothing  in  his  net,  6^ 

And  how  the  boat  was  overfet. 
For  brevity  I  have  retrenched 
How  in  the  lake  the  Dean  was  drench'd : 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on. 
How  valiant  George  rode  o'er  the  Dragon;  'y€ 

How  Iteady  in  the  ftorm  he  fat. 
And  fav'd  his  oar,  but  loft  his  hat: 
Now  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  could  match  him) 
.^'till  brings  u:  hares,  w>,cn  he  can  catch  them; 

*   Tl.c  butler. 

Hew 
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How  5-:iIfally  Dan  mends  his  nets;  y- 

How  fortune  fails  him  when  he  fets : 

Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  vex 

The  ladies,  and  lampoon  their  (ex. 

I  might  have  told  how  oft'  Dean  Percivale 

Difplays  his  pedantry  unmerciful;  So 

How  haughtily  he  cocks  his  nofc. 

To  tell  v/hat  every  fchool-boy  knowi ;. 

And  with  his  iinger  and  his  thumb,. 

Explaining,  llrikes  oppofers  dumb: 

Bat  now  there  needs  uo  more  be  faid  on  't,  85 

Nor  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant. 

Shews  all  her  fecrets  of  houfe-keeping ; 

For  candles  hov/  Hie  trucks  her  dripping ; 

Was  forc*d  to  fend  three  miles  for  yeait. 

To  brew  her  ale,  and  raife  her  pade ;  go 

Telh  every  tWmg  that  you  can  think  of. 

How  Ihe  cur'd  Charly  of  the  chin-cough ;  • 

What  gave  her  brats  and  pigs  the  meaUci, 

And  hov/  her  doves  were  kill'd  by  weafels ; . 

How  Jowler  howl'd,  and  wiiat  a  fright  p- 

She  had  with  dreams  the  other  night. 

But  now,  fmce  I  have  gone  \o  far  on, . 
A  word  or  two  of  Lord  Chief  Baron ; 
And  tell  how  little  weight  he  fcts 
On  all  Wnig  papers  and  Gazette i ;  i  00 

But  for  the  politics  of  Pue, 
Thinks  every  fyilable  is  true. 
And  fmce  he  owns  the  King  of  Sweden 
Is  dead  at  lalt,  withcut  evading, 

0^3  ^ow 
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Now  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  Czar :  i  c  c 

**  V/hy,  Mufcovy  is  not  fo  far: 

*'  Down  the  Black  Sea,  and  up  the  Strcights, 

"  And  in  a  month  he  's  at  your  gates ; 

'*  Perhaps,  from  what  the  packet  brings, 

**  By  Chriftmas  we  (hall  fee  flrange  things^*  IIO 

Why  fhould  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains. 

What  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains; 

Of  fparrows  tam'd,  and  nuts  innumerable 

To  choak  the  girls,  and  to  comfume  a  rabble? 

But  you,  who  are  a  fcholar,  know  1 15 

How  tranfient  all  things  are  below. 

How  prone  to  change  is  human  life ! 

Lafl  night  arriv'd  Clem*  and  his  wife —  '^ 

This  grand  event  hath  broke  our  meafures; 

Their  reign  began  with  cruel  feizures:  120 

The  Dean  muft  with  his  quilt  fupply 

The  bed  in  which  thofe  t\'rants  lie: 

Nim  loft  his  wig-block,  Dan  his  Jordan 

(My  lady  fays,  fhe  can't  afford  one) ; 

George  is  half-fcar'd  out  of  liis  wits>  125 

For  Clem  gets  all  the  dainty  bits. 

Henceforth  expct^l  a  different  furvey. 

This  houfe  will  foon  turn  topfy-turvc)' : 

They  talk  of  further  alterations. 

Which  caufes  many  fpeculations.  130 

*  Mr.  Clement  Bar:-/. 
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THOMAS      SHERIDAN,      CLERK, 

TO  GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN,  ESQ^, 
July  15,  1721,  at  night. 

I'D  have  you  t'  know,  George*,  Danf ,  DeanJ,  ar.d 
Nim§, 
That  I  've  learned  how  verfe  t'  compofe  trim. 
Much  better  b'  half  th'n  yoU;,  r/r  you,  n'r  him. 
And  th't  I  'd  rid'cule  their  'nd  your  flam-fiim. 
Ay'  b't  then,  p'rhaps,  fays  you,  t's  a  m'rry  whim 
With  'bundance  of  mark'd  notes  i'  th'  rim. 
So  th't  I  ought  n't  for  t'  be  morofe  'nd  t'  look  grim. 
Think  n't  your  'p'ille  put  m'  in  a  meagrim; 
Though  'n  rep't't'on  day,  I  'ppear  ver'  flim, 
Th'  lail  bowl  't  lielfham's  did  m'  head  t'  fwim. 
So  th't  I  h'd  man'  aches  'n  'v'ry  fcrubb'd  limb, 
Caufe  th'  top  of  th'  bowl  I  h'd  oft  us'd  t'  fldm ; 
And  b'fides  D'lan'fwears  th'tl  h'dfwall'w'd  f'v'r'I  brira- 
mer3,  'nd  that  my  vis'ge  's  cover'do'er  with  r'd  pim- 
ples: m'r'o'er   though   m'    fcull  were    (s'  tis  n't)    's 

flrong's  tim- 
ber, 't   mud  have  ak'd.      Th'  clans  of  th'  c'lledga 

Sanh'drim, 
Pre^'nt  the'r  humbl'  and  'feft'nate  refpecls ;  that 's  t'  fay, 
D'lan',    'chlin,    P.    Ludl',  Die'   St'wart,  Hlfiiam, 
capt'n  P'rr'  Walmil',  'nd  Longfh'nks  Timm[|. 

*  Geo. Rocbfort.  f  Mr.  Jackfon. 

J  Dr.  Swifr.  §  J.  Rochfort. 

|1  Dr.  James  Stcpford,  afterwards  bithop  ofCioyne. 

Qj.  GEORGE 
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GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

DEAR  Sheridan!  a  gentle  pair 
Of  Gaulftown  lads  (for  fuch  they  are), 
Bcades  a  brace  of  grave  divines. 
Adore  the  fmoothnefs  of  thy  lines ; 
Smooth  as  our  bafon's  filver  flood. 
Ere  George  had  robb'd  it  of  its  mud; 
Smoother  thanPegafus*  old  (hoe. 
Ere  Vulcan  comes  to  make  him  new. 
The  board  on  v.hich  we  fet  our  a — s. 
Is  not  fo  fmooth  as  are  thy  verfes, 
Compar'd  with  which  (and  that  's  enough) 
A  finocthing-iron  itfelf  is  rough. 
Nor  praifc  I  lefs  that  circumcifxon, 
B/  modern  poets  call'd  elifion. 
With  which,  in  proper  ftation  plac'd. 
Thy  polifh'd  lines  are  firmly  brac'd. 
Thus  a  v/ife  taylor  is  not  pinching, 
Eut  turns  at  every  feam  an  inch  in; 
Or  elfe,  be  fjre,  your  broad-cloth  breeches' 
Will  ne'er  be  fmooth,  nor  hold  their  Pitches. 
Thy  verfe,  like  bricks,  defy  the  weather. 
When  fmooth'd  by  rubbing  them  together ; 
Thy  words  fo  cloi'ely  wedg'd  and  fhort  are 
Like  walls,  more  laiUng  without  mortar : 
By  leaving  out  the  needlefs  vowels. 
You  fave  the  charge  of  lime  and  trowels. 


One 
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One  letter  ftill  another  locks. 

Each  groov'd  and  dove-tail'd  like  a  box^ 

Thy  Mufe  is  tuckt-up  and  fuccindl; 

In  chains  thy  fyllables  are  linkt ; 

Thy  words  together  ty'd  in  fmall  hanks, 

Clofe  as  the  Macedonian  phalanx; 

Or  like  the  umbo  of  the  Romans, 

Which  fierceft  foes  could  break  by  no  means. 

The  critick  to  his  grief  will  find. 

How  firmly  thefe  indentures  bind. 

So,  in  the  kindred  painter's  art. 

The  Ihortening  is  the  niceH  part. 

Philolcgers  of  future  ages. 
How  will  they  pore  upon  thy  pages !  * 

Nor  will  they  dare  to  break  the  joints. 
But  help  thee  to  be  read  with  points : 
Or  elfe,  to  fhew  their  learned  labour,  you 
May  backward  be  perus'd  like  Hebrew, 
Where  they  need  not  lofe  a  bit 
Or  of  thy  harmony  or  wit. 
To  make  a  work  completely  fine. 
Number  and  weight  and  meafure  join; 
Then  all  muft  grant  your  lines  are  weighty. 
Where  thirty  we'gh  as  much  as  eighty. 
All  mull  allow  your  numbers  more. 
Where  twenty  lines  exceed  fourfcore ; 
Nor  can  we  think  your  meafure  fhort. 
Where  lefs  than  forty  fill  a  quart. 
With  Alexandrian  in  the  clofe. 
Long,  long,  long,  long,  like  Dan*3  long  nofe. 

GEORGE- 
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GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN'S  INVITATION 

TO     THOMAS     SHERIDAN. 

Gaulflown,  Aug.  2d,  lyal. 

DEAR  Tom,  this  verfe,  which  however  the  be- 
ginning may  appear,  yet  in  the  end^s  good  metre. 
Is  fent  :o  deiire  that,  when  your  Augaft  vacation  comes, 

yovLV  friends  you  V  meet  here. 
For  why  fliould  you  flay  in  that  filthy  hole,  I  mean  the 

city  fo  fmoaky, 
Wjien  you  have  not  one  friend  left  in  town,   or  at  leafl 

not  one  that  's  zvitty,  to  joke  ixj^  ye? 
For,  as  for  honeil  John*,  though  I  'm  not  fure  on  't, 

yet  I  '11  be  hang\i,  lejl  he 
Ee  gone  down  to  the  county  of  Wexford  with  that  great 

peer  the  Lord  Angltj'ey, 
Oh  1  but  I  forgot;  perhaps,  by  this  time,  you  may  have 

one  come  to  town,  but  I  don't  know  whether  he  be 

friend  ox  foe  y  Delary  : 
But,  however,  if  he  be  come,  bring  him  down,   and 

you  fhall  go  back  in  a  fortnight,  for  I  know  there  's 

no  delaying  ye. 
Chi  I  forgot  too;  I  believe  there  may  be  one  more  ;  I 

mean  that  great  fat  ]okcr,frie/id  Heljham^  he 

That  wrote  the  prologue f,   and  if  you  flay  with  him, 

depsnd  on  't,  in  the  endy  he  'lljkamye. 

Bring 

*  Suppofed  to  be  Dr.  Walmfley. 

■j-   One  fpoken  by  young  Putland,  in  1720,    before  Hippolytusj 
'n  which  Dr.  Sheridan  (who  had  written  a  proLgue  for  the  occa- 

(ioa) 
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Bring  down  Long  Shanks  Jim  too ;  but,  now  I  think 

on  't,  he  's  not  yet  come  from  Courtonvn,  Ifaticy ; 
For  I  heard,  a  month  ago,   that  he   was  down  there 

2.-cQurti}igJly  Nancy » 
However,  bring  down  yourfelf,  and  you  bring  down  all; 

for,  to  fay  it  <vue  may  <venturey 
In  thee  Delany's  fpleen,  John's  mirth,  Helfham's  jokes, 

and  the  foft  foul  of  amorous  Jemmy  ^  center. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I  had  forgot  to  defire  you  to  bring  down  what  I  fay  you 

have,  and  you  '11  believe  me  as  fure   as  a  guji,  and 

o-ivn  it ; 
I  mean,  what  no  other  mortal  in  the  univerfe  can  boaft 

of,  your  own  fpirit  0? pun,  and  ovjn  nxjit. 
And  now  I  hope  you  '11  excufe  this  rhyming,  which  I 

mud  fay  is  (though  written  fomewhat  at  large)  trwt 

and  clean ; 
And  fo  I  conclude,  with  humble  refpedls  as  ufual.  Your 

moft  dutiful  and  obedient 

George-Nim-Dan-Dean. 

lion)  was  moft  unexpectedly  and  egregioufly  laughed  at.  Both 
the  prologues  are  printed  in  the  "  Supplement  to  Svvift'a 
Works."     N. 
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TO    GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN,    Efq. 

Upon  his  incomparable  Verses,  &c, 
By  Dr.  Delany,  in  Sheridan's  Name*. 

HAIL,  human  compound  quadrifarious. 
Invincible  as  Wight  Briareus ! 
Hail !  doubly-doubled  mighty  merry  one. 
Stronger  than  triple-body'd  Geryonl 
O  m.ay  your  vaftnefs  deign  t'  excuie 
The  praifes  of  a  puny  Mufe, 
Unable,  in  her  utmoU  flight. 
To  reach  thy  huge  Coloffian  height. 
T*  attempt  to  write  like  thee  were  frantlc> 
Whofe  lines  are,  like  thyfelf,  gigantic. 
Yet  let  me  blefs,  in  humbler  ftrain. 
Thy  vaft,  thy  bold  Cambyfian  vein, 
Pour'd  out  t'  enrich  thy  native  ifle. 
As  Egypt  wont  to  be  with  Nile. 
Oh,  how  I  joy  to  fee  thee  wander. 
In  many  a  winding  loofe  meander. 
In  circling  mazes,  fmooth  and  fupple. 
And  ending  in  a  clink  quadruple  j 
Loud,  yet  agreeable  withal. 
Like  rivers  rattling  in  their  fall  I 
Thine,  fure,  is  poetry  divine. 
Where  vvit  and  majefty  combine; 


♦  Thefe  were  all  written  in  circles. 
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Where  every  lins,  as  huge  as  leven. 
If  ftretch'd  in  length,  would  reach  to  Heaven : 
Here  all  comparmg  would  be  flandering. 
The  leail  is  more  than  Alexandrine. 

Againll  thy  verfe  Time  fees  with  pain. 
He  whets  his  envious  fcythe  in  vain ; 
For,  though  from  thee  he  much  may  pare. 
Yet  much  thou  ftill  wilt  have  to  f^are. 

Thou  hail  alone  the  ikill  to  feall 
With-  Roman  elegance  of  tafte. 
Who  haft  of  rhymes  as  vaft  refources 
As  Ponipey's  caterer  of  courfes. 

Oh  thou,  of  all  the  Nine  infpir'd  1 
My  languid  foul,  with  teaching  tir'd. 
How  is  it  raptur'd,  when  it  thinks 
On  thy  harmonious  fet  of  clinks-j 
Each  anfwering  each  in  various  rhymes. 
Like  Echo  to  St.  Patrick's  chimes  1 

Thy  Mufe,  majeftic  in  her  rage. 
Moves  like  Statira  on  the  ftage  ; 
And  fcarcely  can  one  page  fuftain 
The  Length  of  fuch  a  flowing  train; 
Her  train,  of  variegated  dye, 
Shews  like  Thaumantia's  in  the  fky ; 
Alike  they  glow,  alike  they  pleafe. 
Alike  impreft  by  Phcebus'  rays. 

Thy  verfe — (Ye  Gods !  I  cannot  "bear  it) 
To  what,  to  what  fhall  I  compare  it  ? 
'Tis  like,  what  I  have  oft'  heard  fpoke  on. 
The  famous  flatue  of  Laocoon, 

TIs 
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'Tis  like — O  yes,  'tis  very  like  it. 

The  long,  long  ftring,  with  which  you  fly  kite. 

'Tis  like  what  you,  and  one  or  two  more. 

Roar  to  your  Echo*  in  good-humour; 

And  every  couplet  thou  haft  writ 

Conclude  like  Rattah-^hittah-^hit\, 

To  Mr.  THOMAS    SHERIDAN. 
Upon  his  Verfes  written  in  Circles.  By  Dr.  Swift. 

IT  never  was  known  that  circular  letters. 
By  humble  companions,  were  fent  to  their  betters : 
And,  as  to  the  fubjed,  our  judgement,  mehercUe, 
Is  this,  that  you  argue  like  fools  in  a  circle. 
But  now  for  your  verfes;  we  tell  you,  imprimis y 
The  fegment  fo  large  'twixt  your  reafon  and  rhyme  ii. 
That  we  walk  all  about,  like  a  horfe  in  a  pound. 
And,  before  we  find  either,  our  noddles  turn  round. 
Sufficient  it  were,  one  would  think,  in  your  mad  rant. 
To  give  us  your  meafures  of  line  by  a  quadrant. 
But  we  took  our  dividers,  and  found  your  d — n'd  metre. 
In  each  fmgle  verfe  took  up  a  diameter. 
But  how,  Mr.  Sheridan,  came  you  to  venture 
George,  Dan,  Dean,  andNim,  to  place  in  the  centrej  ? 
*Twill  appear,  to  your  coft,  you  are  fairly  trepann'd. 
Tor  the  chord  of  your  circle  is  now  in  their  hand; 

*  At  Gaulftown  there  is  a  remarkably  famous  echo. 
•}■  An  allulion  to  the  found  produced  by  the  echo. 
"X  Their  figures  were  ia  the  cectre  of  the  verfes- 

The 
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The  chord,  or  the  radius,  it  matters  not  whether. 
By  which  your  jade  Pegafus,  fixt  in  a  tether. 
As  her  betters  are  us'd,  ihail  be  laili'd  round  the  ring. 
Three  fellows  with  whips,  and  the  Dean  holds  the  ftring. 
Will  Hancock  declares,  you  are  out  of  your  compafs. 
To  encroach  on  his  art  by  writing  of  bombafs; 
And  has  taken  juft  now  a  nrm  refolution 
To  anfwer  your  ftyle  without  circumlocution. 

Lady  Betty*  prefents  you  her  fervice  moft  humble. 
And  is  not  afraid  your  worihip  will  grumble. 
That  {he  makes  of  your  venes  a  hoop  for  Mifs  Tamf , 
Which  is  ail  at  prefent  j  and  fo  I  remain — 


On  Dr.  SHERIDAN'S  Circular  Verses; 
By     Air.     GEORGE     R  O  C  H  F  O  R  T. 

WITH  mufick  and  poetry  equally  bleft, 
A  bard  thus  Apollo  mcfl  humbly  addreft; 
"  Great  Aathor  of  harmony,  verfes,  and  light! 
"  Affifted  by  thee,  I  both  fiddle  and  write. 
"  Yet  unheeded  I  fcrape,  or  I  fcribble  all  day; 
**  My  verfe  is  negledled,  my  tune  's  thrown  away. 
"  Thy  fublHtute  here,  Vice-ApoUot,  difdains 
'*  To  vouch  for  my  numbers,  or  lift  to  my  llrains; 

*  The  lady  of  George  Rochfort,  Efq. 

•f  Mlfs  Thomafon,  Lady  Betry's  daughtcft 

X  See  **  Apollo  to  the  Dean,"  p.  190. 

"  Thy 
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*^  Thy  manual  fignet  refufes  to  put 
*'  To  the  airs  1  produce  from  the  pen  or  the  gut. 
'*  Be  thou  then  propitious,  great  Phcebus;  and  grant 
*'  Relief,  or  reward,  to  my  merit,  or  want. 
"  Though  the  Dean  andDelany  tranfcendently  fhine, 
*'  O  brighten  one  folo  or  fonnet  of  mine  1 
"  With  them  I  'm  content  thou  fliould'llmake  thy  abode: 
*'  But  vlfit  thy  fervant  in  jig  or  in  ode. 
''  Make  one  work  immortal ;  'tis  all  I  requeft." 
Apollo  iook'd  pleas'd;  and,  refolving  to  jefl, 
Pvcply'-d,  "  Honeft  friend,  I  Ve  confider'd  thy  cafe; 
"  Nor  diflike  thy  well-meaning  and  humourous  face. 
*'  Thy  petition  I  grant:  the  boon  is  not  great: 
**  Thy  works  (hall  continue;  and  here  ''s  the  receipt. 
"  On  rondeaus  hereafter  thy  fiddle-llrings  fpend : 
*'  Write  verfes  in  circles;  they  never  ihall  end." 

ON    DAN    JACKSON'S     PICTURE, 

CUT     IN     SILK     AND     PAPER. 

TO  fair  Lady  Bett)',  Dan  fat  for  his  pidlure. 
And  defy'd  her  to  draw  him  fo  oft'  as  he//^«  Vher. 
He  knew  fhe  'd  no  pencil  or  colouring  by  her. 
And  therefore  he  thought  he  might  fafely  ^dy  her. 
Come  fit,  fays  my  Lady ;  then  whips  up  her  fciffar. 
And  cuts  out  his  coxcomb  in  fiik  in  a  trice.  Sir.  i 
Dan  fat  with  attention,  and  faw  with  furprize 
How  £i\z  lengthen'd  his  chin,  how  Ihe  holiow'd  his  eyes; 
But  fiatter'd  himfelf  with  a  fecret  conceit. 
That  his  thin  lantern  jaws  all  her  art  would  defeat. 

Ladv 


OxM  DAN  JACKSONS  PICTURE.      241 

Lady  Betty  obferv'd  it,  then  pulls  out  a  pin. 
And  varies  the  grain  of  the  ftufF  to  his  grin ; 
And,  to  make  roafted  filk  to  refemble  his  raw-bone. 
She  rais'd  up  a  thread  to  the  jet  of  his  jaw-bone; 
Till  at  length  in  exadeft  proportion  he  rofe. 
From  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  arch  of  his  nofe. 
And  if  Lady  Betty  had  drawn  him  with  wig  and  all, 
'Tis  certain  the  copy  had  out-done  the  original. 

Well,  that 's  but  my  outfide,  fays  Dan  with  a  vapour. 
Say  you  fo,  fays  my  Lady;  I  've  lin'dit with  paper. 

Patr.  'DEhhi^Y  frulp, 

ON    THE     SAME     PICTURE. 

CLARISSA  draws  her  fcifTars  from  the  cafe. 
To  draw  the  lines  of  poor  Dan  Jackfon's  face. 
One  Hoping  cut  made  forehead,  nofe,  and  chin; 
A  nick  produc'd  a  mouth,  and  made  him  grin. 
Such  as  in  taylors'  meafure  you  have  feen. 
But  Hill  were  wanting  his  grimalkin  eyes. 
For  which  grey  worfted-ftocking  paint  fupplies. 
Th'  unravei'd  thread  through  needle's  eye  convey'd 
Transferr'd  itfelf  into  his  pafte-board  head. 
How  came  the  fcifTars  to  be  thus  out-done  ? 
The  needle  had  an  eye,  and  they  had  none. 
O  wondrous  force  of  art  1  now  look  at  Dan — 
You  '11  Avear  the  pafte-board  was  the  better  man. 
^*  The  devil!"  fays  he,  "  the  head  is  not  fo  full!" 
Indeed  it  is — behold  the  paper  ikull. 

Tho.  Sa^KiitA-^  fculp. 
VoL.XLIL  R  ON 
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ON    THE     SAME     PICTURE. 

DAN'S  evil  genius  in  a  trice 
Had  ftripp'd  him  of  his  coin  at  dice. 
Chloe,  obfervmg  this  difgrace. 
On  Pam  cut  out  his  rueful  face. 
By  G — ,  fays  Dan,  'tis  very  hard. 
Cut  out  at  dice,  cut  out  at  card ! 

G.  RocHFORTy?a^. 

ON    THE     SAME    PICTURE, 

WHILST  you  three  merry  poets  traffic 
To  give  us  a  defcription  graphic 
Of  Dan's  large  nofe  in  modern  Sapphic; 

I  fpend  my  time  in  making  Sermons, 
Or  writing  libels  on  the  Germans, 
Or  murmuring  at  Whigs'  preferments. 

But  when  I  would  find  rhyme  for  Rochfort, 
And  look  in  Engliih,  French,  and  Scotch  for  % 
At  lall  I  'm  fairly  forc'd  to  botch  for  't. 

Bid  Lady  Betty  recollefl  her. 

And  tell,  who  was  it  could  dired  her 

To  draw  the  face  of  fuch  a  fpe«5tre. 

I  mull  confefs,  that  as  to  me.  Sirs, 
Though  I  ne'er  faw  her  hold  the  fciiTars, 
I  now  could  fafely  fwear  it  is  hers. 

'TIs 
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'Tis  true,  no  nofe  could  come  in  better; 
'Tis  a  vaft  fubjed  ftufF'd  with  matter. 
Which  all  may  handle,  none  can  flatter. 

Take  courage,  Dan ;  this  plainly  fhows. 
That  not  the  wifell  mortal  knows 
What  fortune  may  befall  his  nofe. 

Shew  me  the  brighteil  Irifh  toaft. 
Who  from  her  lover  e'er  could  boaH 
Above  a  fong,  or  two  at  moft ; 

For  thee  three  poets  now  are  drudging  all 

To  praife  the  cheeks,  chin,  nofe,  tlie  bridge  and  all. 

Both  of  the  picture  and  original. 

Thy  nofe's  length  and  fame  extend 
So  far,  dear  Dan,  that  every  friend 
Tries  who  fhall  have  it  by  the  end. 

And  future  poets,  as  they  rife. 
Shall  read  with  envy  and  furprife 
Thy  nofe  outihining  Caelia's  eyes. 

JON.   Sv/IFT. 

DAN    JACKSON'S    DEFENCE. 

*'  My  verfe  little  better  you  '11  find  than  my  face  is, 
**  A  word  to  the  wUc—utpiBurafoJ^s." 

THREE  merry  lads,  with  envy  ftung, 
Becaufe  Dan's  face  is  better  hung, 
Combin'd  in  verfe  to  rhyme  it  down. 
And  in  its  place  fet  up  their  own; 

R2  As 
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As  if  they  M  run  it  down  much  better 

By  number  of  their  feet  in  metre. 

Or  that  its  red  did  caufe  their  fpite. 

Which  made  them  draw  in  black  and  white. 

Be  that  as  'twill,  this  is  moil  true. 

They  were  infpir'd  by  what  they  drew. 

Let  them  fuch  criticks  know,  my  face 

Gives  them  their  comelinefs  and  grace : 

Whilft  every  line  of  face  does  bring 

A  line  of  grace  to  what  they  fmg. 

But  yet,  methinks,  though  with  difgrace 

Both  to  the  pidlure  and  the  face, 

I  fhould  name  them  who  do  rehearfe 

The  ftory  of  the  pidlure-farce ; 

The  Squire,  in  French  as  hard  as  ftone. 

Or  ftrong  as  rock,  that  's  all  as  one. 

On  face,  on  cards  is  very  brifk.  Sirs, 

Becaufe  on  them  you  play  at  whiik.  Sirs. 

But  much  I  wonder,  why  my  crany 

Should  envy'd  be  by  De-el-any : 

And  yet  much  more,  that  half-name  fake 

Should  join  a  party  in  the  freak ; 

For  fure  I  am  it  was  not  fafe 

Thus  to  abufe  his  better  half. 

As  I  fhall  prove  you,  Dan,  to  be, 

Di^ijitn  and  conjunftively. 

For  if  Dan  love  not  Sherry,  can 

Sherry  be  any  thing  to  Dan  ? 

This  is  the  cafe  whene'er  you  fee 

Dan  makes  nothing  of  Sherry ; 

Or 
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Or  fhould  Dan  be  by  Sherry  o'erta'en. 
Then  Dan  would  be  poor  Sherridane : 
'Tis  hard  then  he  Ihould  be  decry'd 
By  Dan  with  Sherry  by  his  fide. 
But,  if  the  cafe  muft  be  fo  hard. 
That  faces  fufFer  by  a  card. 
Let  criticks  cenfure,  what  care  I  ? 
Back-biters  only  we  defy  : 
Faces  are  free  from  injury. 


MR.     ROCHFORT'S     REPLY. 

YOU  fay  your  face  is  better  hung 
Than  ours — by  what  ?  by  nofe  or  tongue  ? 
In  not  explaining,  you  are  wrong 

to  us.  Sir. 
Becaufe  we  thus  muft  ftate  the  cafe. 
That  you  have  got  a  hanging  face, 
Th'  untimely  end  's  a  damn'd  difgrace 

of  noofe.  Sir. 

But  yet  be  not  caft  down:  I  fee 
A  weaver  will  your  hangman  be; 
You  '11  only  hang  in  tapefbry 

with  many. 

And  then  the  ladies,  I  fuppofe. 
Will  praife  your  longitude  of  nofe. 
For  latent  charms  witliin  your  clothes, 

dear  Danny. 


R  3  Thus 
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Thus  \vi!l  the  fair  of  every  age 

From  all  parts  make  their  pilgrimage, 

Wcrlhip  thy  nofe  with  pious  rage 

of  love.  Sir. 
All  their  religion  will  be  fpent 
About  thy  woven  monument. 
And  not  one  orifon  be  fent 

to  Jove,  Sir. 
You  the  fam'd  idol  uill  become. 
As  gardens  grac'd  in  ancient  Rome, 
By  matrons  worlhip'd  in  the  gloom 

of  night. 
O  happy  Dan !  thrice  happy  fure  ! 
Thy  fame  for  ever  fhall  endure. 
Who  after  death  can  love  fecure 

at  fight. 
So  far  I  thought  it  was  my  duty 
To  dwell  upon  thy  boafted  beauty; 
Now  1  '11  proceed  a  word  or  two  t'  ye, 

in  anfwer 
To  that  party  where  you  carry  on 
This  paradox,  that  rock  and  ftone 
In  your  opinion  are  all  one. 

Flow  can.  Sir, 
A  man  of  rearonlng  fo  profound 
So  ftupidly  be  run  aground. 
As  things  fo  diiferently  to  confound 

t'  our  fenfes? 


Except 
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Except  you  judg'd  them  bv  the  knock 
Of  near  an  equal  hardy  block : 
Such  an  experimental  ftroke 

convinces. 
Then  might  you  be,  by  dint  of  reafon, 
A  proper  judge  on  this  cocaiion; 
'Gainil  feeling  there  's  no  difputation, 

is  granted.. 
Therefore  to  thy  fuperior  wit. 
Who  made  the  trial,  we  fubmit; 
Thy  head  to  prove  the  truth  of  it 

we  wanted*. 
In  one  afiertion  you  're  to  blame. 
Where  Dan  and  Sherry 's  made  the  fame. 
Endeavouring  to  have  your  name 

refin'd.  Sir. 
You  '11  fee  moft  grofsly  you  miflook: 
If  you  confult  your  fpeliing-book,- 
(The  better  half  you  fay  you  took) 

you  '11  find,  Sir,. 
S,  H,  E,/f— and  R,  I,  r/. 
Both  put  together  make  Sherry  ; 
D,  A,  N,  Deal — makes  up  the  three 

fyllables, 
Dan  is  but  one,  and  Sherri  tv/o ; 
Then,  Sir,  your  choice  will  never  do; 
Therefore  1  've  turn'd,  m.y  friend;,  on  )^ou 

the  tables.. 
R  4  DR, 
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DR.    D  E  L  A  N  Y  '  S    REPLY. 

ASSIST  me,  my  Mufe,  whilfl  I  labour  to  limn  him: 
Creaite,  Pi/onesy  ijii  tabula  perjitnilem. 
You  look  and  you  write  with  fo  different  a  grace. 
That  I  envy  your  verfe,  though  I  did  not  your  face. 
And  to  him  that  thinks  rightly,  there  's  reafon  enough, 
'Caufe  one  is  as  fmooth  as  the  other  is  rough. 

But  much  I  'm  amaz'd  you  ihould  think  my  deitgn  -j 
Was  to  rhyme  down  your  nofe,  or  your  harlccjuin  grin,      > 
Which  you  yoarfelf  wonder  the  de'el  Ihould  malign.   3 
And  if  'tis  fo  ftrange,  that  your  monfterfaip's  crany 
Should  be  envy'd  by  him,  much  lefs  by  Delany. 
Though  I  own  to  you,  when  I  confider  it  ftricler, 
I  envy  the  painter,  although  not  the  pidlure. 
And  juftly  fhe  's  envy'd,  fmce  a  fiend  of  Hell 
Was  never  drawn  right  but  by  her  and  Rapliael. 

Next,  as  to  the  charge,  which  you  tell  us  is  true. 
That  wc  were  infpir'd  by  the  fubjefl  we  drew  ; 
Infpir'd  we  were^  and  well.  Sir,  you  knew  it. 
Yet  not  by  yoiu-  nofe,  but  the  fair  one  that  drew  it : 
Had  your  nofe  been  the  Mufe,  we  had  ne'er  been  infpir'd. 
Though  perhaps  it  might  juflly  Ve  been  faid  we  were  fir'd. 

As  to  the  divifion  of  words  in  your  Haves, 
Like  my  countryman's  hom-comb,  into  three  halves, 
I  meddle  not  with  't,  but  prefume  to  make  merry. 
You  call'd  Dan  one  half,  and  t'other  half  Sherry ; 
Now  if  Dan  's  a  half,  as  you  call  't  o'er  and  o'er. 
Then  it  can't  be  deny'd  that  Shsrry  's  two  more : 

For 
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For  pray  give  me  leave  to  fay.  Sir,  for  all  you. 
That  Sherry  's  at  leaft  of  double  the  value. 
But  perhaps.  Sir,  you  did  it  to  fill  up  the  verfe : 
So  crouds  in  a  concert  (Hke  adlors  in  farce) 
Play  two  parts  in  one,  when  fcrapers  are  fcarce. 
But  be  that  as  'twill,  you  '11  know  more  anon.  Sir, 
When  Sheridan  fends  to  Merry  Dan  anfwer. 

SHERIDAN»S       REPLY. 

THREE  merry  lads  you  own  we  are ; 
*Tis  very  true,  and  free  from  care; 
But  envious  we  cannot  bear, 

believe.  Sir. 

For,  were  all  forms  of  beauty  thine. 
Were  you  like  Nereus  foft  and  fine. 
We  Ihould  not  in  the  leaft  repine, 

or  grieve.  Sir, 
Then  know  from  us,  mofl:  beauteous  Dan, 
That  roughnefs  bell  becomes  a  man ; 
'Tis  women  fliould  be  pale  and  wan, 

and  taper. 
And  all  your  trifling  beaux  and  fops. 
Who  comb  their  brows,  and  lleek  their  chops. 
Are  but  the  offspring  of  toy-fhops, 

meer  vapour. 
We  know  your  morning-hours  you  pafs 
To  cull  and  gather  out  a  face; 
Is  this  the  way  you  take  your  glafs  ? 

Forbear  it. 

.  Thofc 
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Thofe  loads  of  paint  upon  your  toilet. 
Will  never  mend  your  face,  but  fpoil  it; 
It  looks  as  if  you  did  par-boil  it : 

Drink  claret. 
Your  checks,  by  fleeking,  are  fo  lean. 
That  they  're  like  Cynthia  in  the  v/ane. 
Or  breafl  of  goofe  when  'tis  pick'd  clean, 

or  pullet. 
See  what  by  drinking  you  have  done  : 
You  've  made  your  phiz  a  fkeleton. 
From  the  long  diftance  of  your  crown 

t'  your  gullet ! 

A        REJOINDER, 
3Y  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME. 

WEARIED  with  faying  grace  and  prayer, 
I  haften  down  to  country  au". 
To  read  your  anfwcr,  and  prepare 

reply  to  't. 

But  your  fair  line:  fo  grofsiy  flatter. 
Pray  do  they  praife  me,  or  bcfpatter  ? 
I  mull  fufpeifl  you  mean  the  latter — 

Ah!  fly-boot  1 

It  muft  be  fo !  what  elfe,  alas. 
Can  mean  by  calling  of  a  face. 
And  all  that  ftuii  of  toilet,  glafs, 

and  box-comb  ? 

But 
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But  be  't  as  'twill,  this  you  muft  grant. 

That  you  're  a  dawb,  whilft  I  but  paint; 

Then  which  of  us  two  is  the  quaint- 
er coxcomb? 

I  value  not  your  jokes  of  noofe. 

Your  gibes,  and  all  your  foul  abufe. 

More  tlian  the  dirt  beneath  my  Ihoes, 

nor  fear  it. 

Yet  one  thing  vexes  me,  I  own. 

Thou  forry  fcare-crow  of  Ikin  and  bone ; 

To  be  caU'd  lean  by  a  ikeleton, 

who  'd  bear  it  ? 

'Tio  true  indeed,  to  curry  friends. 

You  feem  to  praife,  to  make  amends. 

And  yet,  before  your  fianza  ends, 

you  flout  me 

'Bout  latent  charms  beneath  my  cloaths ; 

For  every  one  that  knows  me  knows 

That  I  have  nothing  like  my  nofe 

about  me» 

I  pafs  now  where  you  fleer  and  laugh, 

'Caufe  I  call  Dan  my  better  half  1 

Oh  there  you  ihink  you  have  me  fafe  1 

But  hold,  Sir» 

Is  not  a  penny  often  found 

To  be  much  gi  eater  than  a  pound  ? 

By  your  good  leave,  my  moft  profound 

and  bold.  Sir. 

Dan's 
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Dan  's  noble  mettle.  Sherry  bafe; 
So  Dan  's  the  better,  though  the  lefs : 
An  ounce  of  gold  's  worth  ten  of  brafs, 

dull  pedant  I 
As  to  your  fpelling,  let  me  fee. 
If  SHE  m:ikes  Jher,  and  RI  makes  ry. 
Good  fpelling-mafter !  your  crany 

has  lead  on  *t. 


ANOTHER      REJOINDER, 
BY  THE  DEAN,  IN  JACKSON'S  NAME. 

THREE  days  for  anfwer  I  have  waited ; 
I  thought  an  ace  you  'd  ne'er  have  bated ; 
And  art  thou  forc'd  to  yield,  ill-fated 

poetafler  ? 
Henceforth  acknowledge,  that  a  nofe 
Of  thy  dimenfion  's  fit  for  profe; 
But  every  one  that  knows  Dan,  knows 

thy  mafler. 
Blufh  for  ill-fpelling,  for  ill-lines. 
And  fly  with  hurry  to  ramines ; 
Thy  fame,  thy  genius  now  declines, 

proud  boafler. 
I  hear  with  fome  concern  you  roar. 
And  flying  think  to  quit  the  fcore 
By  clapping  billets  on  your  door 

and  ports,  Sir. 

Thy 
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Thy  ruin,  Tom,  I  never  meant; 

I  'm  griev'd  to  hear  your  banifliment. 

But  pleas'd  to  find  you  do  relent 

and  cry  on. 
I  maul'd  you,  when  you  looked  fo  bluiF, 
But  now  I  '11  fecret  keep  your  fluff; 
For  knew,  proilration  is  enough 

to  th'  lion. 

SHERIDAN'S       SUBMISSION. 

BY       THE       DEAN. 

"  Cedo  jam,  mifcrae  cognofcens  prxmia  rhae, 
**   Si  rifca  eft,  ubi  tu  pull'as  ego  vapulo  tantum." 

POOR  Sherry,  inglorious. 

To  Dan  the  victorious, 

Prefents,  as  'tis  fitting. 

Petition  and  greeting. 
TO  you  vi6torious  and  brave. 
Your  now-fubdued  and  fuppliant  flave 

Mofl  humbly  faes  for  pardon  ; 
Who  when  I  fought  ftill  cut  me  down. 
And  when  I  vanilh'd  fled  the  town, 
Purfued  and  laid  me  hard  on. 

Now  lowly  crouch'd  I  cry  peccavi. 

And  proflrate  fupplicate  pour  ma  'vie: 

Your  mercy  I  rely  on ; 

For  you,  my  conqueror  and  my  king. 

In  pardoning,  as  in  punifhing. 

Will  fhew  yourfelf  a  lion. 

Alas! 
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Alas !  Sir,  I  had  no  deiign. 
But  was  unwarily  drawn  in; 

For  fpite  I  ne'er  had  any : 
'Twas  the  damn'd  Tquire  with  the  hard  name^ 
The  de'el  too  that  ow'd  me  a  fhame. 

The  devil  and  Delany ; 

They  tempted  me  t*  attack  your  highnefs. 
And  then,  with  wonted  wile  and  flynefs. 

They  left  me  in  the  lurch : 
Unhappy  wretch !  for  now,  I  ween, 
I  've  nothing  left  to  vent  my  fpleen 

But  ferula  and  birch  : 

And  they,  alas !  yield  fmall  relief. 
Seem  rather  to  renew  my  grief; 

My  wounds  bleed  all  anew : 

■  For  every  ftroke  goes  to  my  heart. 

And  at  each  lafh  I  feel  the  fmart 

Of  lafh  laid  on  by  you. 

To   the   Rev.   DANIEL    JACKSON; 

To   be   humbly  prefented  by   Mr.   Sheridan  in 
Perfon,  with  Refpecft,  Care,  and  Speed. 

Dear  Dan, 

HERE  I  return  my  truft,  nor  afk 
One  penny  for  remittance ; 
If  I  have  well  perform 'd  my  talk. 
Pray  fend  me  an  acquittance. 

Too 
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Too  long  I  bore  this  weighty  pack. 

As  Hercules  the  fky ; 
Now  take  him  you,  Dan  x'ltlas,  back. 

Let  me  be  ftander-by. 

"Not  all  the  witty  things  you  fpeak 

In  compafs  of  a  day. 
Not  half  the  puns  you  make  a  v/eek. 

Should  bribe  his  longer  ftay. 

With  me  you  left  him  out  at  nurfe. 

Yet  are  you  not  my  debtor ; 
For,  as  he  hardly  can  be  worfe, 

I  ne'er  could  make  him  better. 

He  rhymes  and  puns,  and  puns  and  rhymes,' 

Juft  as  he  did  before; 
And,  when  he  's  lafh'd  a  hundred  times. 

He  rhymes  and  puns  the  more. 

When  rods  are  laid  on  fchool-bo}^s  bums. 

The  more  they  frilk  and  ikip : 
The  fchool-boy's  top  but  louder  hums. 

The  more  they  ufe  the  whip. 

Thus,  a  lean  beaft  beneath  a  load 

(A  beaft  of  Iriih  breed) 
Will,  in  a  tedious,  dirty  road. 

Outgo  the  prancing  fleed. 

You  knock  him  down  and  down  in  vain. 

And  lay  him  flat  before  ye ; 
For,  foon  as  he  gets  up  again. 

He  'U  llrut,  and  cry,  Victoria  ! 

At 
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At  every  ftroke  of  mine  he  fell  : 

'Tis  true  he  roar'd  and  cry'dj 
But  his  impenetrable  fhell 

Could  feel  no  harm  be  fide. 
The  tortoife  thus,  with  motion  flow. 

Will  clamber  up  a  wall ; 
Yet,  fenfelefs  to  the  hardeft  blow. 

Gets  nothing  but  a  fall. 
Dear  Dan,  then,  why  fhould  you,  or  I, 

Attack  his  pericrany  ? 
And,  fmce  it  is  in  vain  to  try. 

We  '11  fend  liim  to  Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Lean  Tom,  when  I  faw  him,  laft  week,  on  his  horfe 

awry, 
Threaten'd  loudly  to  turn  m.e  to  ftone  with  his  forcery. 
But,   I  think,  little  Dan,  that,  in  fpight  of  what  our 

foe  fays. 
He  will  find  I  read  Ovid  and  his  Metamorphofis. 
For  omitting  the  firil  (where  I  make  a  comparifon. 
With  a  fort  of  alluiion  to  Putland*  or  Harrifon) 
Yet,  by  my  defcription,  you  '11  find  he  in  fhort  is 
A  pack  and  a  garran,  a  top  and  a  tortoife. 
Sol  hope  from  henceforward  you  ne'er  will  afk,  can  I  maul 
This  teazing,  conceited,  rude,  infolent  animal  ? 
And,  if  this  rebuke  might  turn  to  his  benefit, 
(For  I  pity  the  man)  I  fhould  be  glad  tlien  of  it. 

*  Alluding  to  the  Prologue,  mentioned  above,  p.  234. 

TO 
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TO      DR.       SHERIDAN, 
On  his  "  Art  of  Punning." 

HAD  I  ten  thoufand  mouths  and  tongues. 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  pair  of  lungs. 
Ten  thoufand y?////f  with  brains  to  think. 
Ten  x\\Q)Xii{?c<\^  Jlandljhes  o£  J?2.k, 
Ten  thoufand  /jantds  and  pens,  to  write 
Thy  praife  /  ^d ftudy  day  and  night. 

Oh  may  thy  Work  for  ever  live  ! 
(Dear  Tom,  a  friendly  zeal  forgive) 
May  no  vile  mifcreant  faucy  Cook 
Prefume  to  tear  thy  learned  Book, 
To  Jinge  his  Fozvl  for  nicer  gueft. 
Or  pin  it  on  the  Turkey^ s  breafi. 
Keep  it  from  pafiy  bak^d  or  flying, 
Prom  broiling  flake,  or  fritters /ryi;?^, 
Trom  lighting  pipe,  or  making  fnufl\ 
Or  cafl?ig  up  z.  feather  inuflf\ 
From  all  the  feveral  ways  the  Grocer 
(Who  to  the  learned  world  's  a  foe.  Sir) 
Has  found  in  ttvi fling,  folding,  packing. 
His  brains  and  ours  at  once  a  racking. 
And  may  it  never  curl  the  head. 
Of  either  Having  block  or  dead! 
Thus,  when  all  dangers  they  have  pafl. 
Your  leaves,  like  leaves  of  brafs,  fhall  lall. 
No  blafl  fliall  from  a  Critick's  breath. 
By  vile  infection,  caufe  their  death. 
Till  they  in  frames  at  lall  expire, 
J'ld  h&lp  to  fet  the  vjorld  on  fire ^ 

Vol.  XLII.  S  STELLA 
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STELLA     TO     DR.     S  W  I  F  T^ 
On  his  Birth-day,  Nov.  50,   1721. 

ST.  Patrick's  Dean,  your  country's  pride. 
My  early  and  my  only  guide. 
Let  me  among  the  reft  attei.d. 
Your  pupil  and  your  humble  friend. 
To  celebrate  in  female  ftrains 
The  day  that  paid  your  mother's  pains ; 
Defcend  to  take  that  tribute  due 
In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

Wlien  men  began  to  call  me  fair, 
Youinterpos'd  your  timely  care  ; 
You  early  taught  me  to  defpife 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes  ; 
Shew'dwhere  my  judgement  was  mifplac'd; 
Refin'd  my  fancy  and  my  tafte. 

Behold  that  beauty  juft  decay'd. 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid  : 
Forfcok  by  her  admiring  train. 
She  fpreads  her  tatter'd  nets  in  vain  : 
Short  was  her  part  upon  the  ftage  ; 
Went  fmoothly  on  for  half  a  page  ; 
Her  bloom  was  gone,  Ihe  wanted  art. 
As  the  fcene  chang'd,   to  change  her  part : 
5he,  whom  no  lover  could  refift, 
ilefore  the  fecond  afl  was  hifs'd. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  female  race 
With  no  endowments  but  a  face ; 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 

Stella 
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Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  ihe  has  ne'er  refembled  thofe ; 
Nor  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  courfe  of  years  behind. 
You  taught  how  I  might  youth  prolong. 
By  knowing  what  was  right  and  wrong  ; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  fupplies 
Of  luftre  to  my  fading  eyes  ; 
How  foon  a  beauteous  mind  repairs 
The  lofs  of  chang'd  or  falling  hairs ; 
Kow  wit  and  virtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  fmoothnefs  o'er  the  fkin: 
Your  leftures  could  my  fancy  fix. 
And  I  can  pleafe  at  thirty-fix. 
The  fight  of  Chloe  at  fifteen 
Coquetting,  gives  mc  not  the  fpleen; 
1'he  idol  now  of  every  fool. 
Till  time  (hall  make  their  paffions  cool; 
Then  tumbling  down  time's  llcepy  hill. 
While  Stella  holds  her  fiation  fliU. 
Oh  1  turn  your  precepts  into  laws,    • 
Redeem  the  women's  ruin'd  caufe ; 
Retrieve  lofl  empire  to  our  fex. 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  necks. 

Long  be  the  day  that  gave  you  birth. 
Sacred  to  friendiliip,  wit,  and  mirth! 
Late  dying  may  you  caft  a  ihred 
Of  your  rich  mantle  o'er  my  head ; 
To  bear  with  dignity  my  forrow. 
One  day  alo^ie.,  then  die  to-mcrrovj  ! 

Sz  TO 
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TO        STELLA, 

ON      HER      BIRTH-DAY,      T721-2, 

KILE,  Stella,  to  your  lardng  praife. 
The  Mufe  her  annual  tribute  pays. 
While  I  afiign  myfelf  a  talk 
Which  you  expeft,  but  fcorn  to  afk ; 
If  I  perform  this  tafk  with  pain. 
Let  me  of  partial  fate  complain; 
You  every  year  the  debt  enlarge, 
I  grow  lefs  equal  to  the  charge  : 
In  you  each  virtue  brighter  ihines. 
But  my  poetic  vein  declines; 
My  harp  will  foon  in  vain  be  ftrung. 
And  all  your  virtues  left  unfung : 
For  none  among  the  upftart  race 
Of  Poets  dare  afTume  my  place ; 
Your  worth  vAW  be  to  them  unknownj, 
They  muft  have  Stella's  of  their  own^ 
And  thus,  my  ftock  of  wit  decay'd, 
I  dying  leave  the  debt  unpaid, 
Unlefs  Delany,  as  my  heir. 
Will  anfwer  for  the  whole  arrear. 

ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED   BOTTLE* 

BY     DR.     DELANY. 

AMPHORA,  qux  mceftum  linquis,  la^tumque  revifes 
Arentem  dominum,  lit  tibi  terra  levis. 
Tu  quoque  depofitum  ferves,  neve  opprime,  manner; 
Amphora  non  meruit  tam  pretiofa  mori. 

EPITAPH, 
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EPITAPH,    BY     THE     SAME. 

HOC  tumulata  jacet  proles  Lensea  fepulchro, 
Immortale  genus,  nee  peiitura  jacet; 
Quin  oritura  iterum,  matris  concreditur  alvo; 
Bis  natum  referunt  te  quoqae,  Bacche  Pater. 


STELLA'S      BIRTH -DAY; 

A   great   Bottle   of  V/ine,    long   buried,  being    tliat 
Day  dug  up.     1722-3. 

15  ESOLV^D  my  annual  verfe  to  pay, 
V   By  duty  bound,  on  Stella's  day, 
Furniih'd  v/ith  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 
I  gra\'ely  fat  me  down  to  think : 
I  bit  my  nails,  and  fcratcli'd  my  head,    ■ 
But  found  my  wit  and  fancy  fled: 
Or,  if  with  more  than  urnal  pain, 
A  thought  came  flowly  fi-om  my  brain. 
It  coil  me  lord  knows  how  much  time 
To  fhape  it  into  fenfe  and  rhyme : 
A^nd,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curfe. 
Long  thinking  made  my  fancy  worfe^ 

Forfaken  by  th'  infpiring  Nine, 
I  waited  at  Apollo's  fhrine : 
I  told  him  wliat  the  world  would  fay. 
If  Stella  were  unfung  to-day ; 

S  3  How 
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How  I  fhould  hide  my  head  for  Ihame, 
When  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came ; 
How  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  would  leer  ; 
How  Sheridan  the  rogue  would  fueer, 
And  fwear  it  does  not  always  follow, 
ThcLt/e;MeI  'n  anno  ridet  Apollo. 
I  have  afiur'd  them  twenty  times. 
That  Phcsbus  help'd  me  in  my  rhymes; 
Phoebus  infpir'd  me  from  above. 
And  he  and  I  were  hand  and  glove. 
But,  finding  me  fo  dull  and  dry  fmce. 
They  '11  call  it  all  poetic  licence ; 
And,  when  I  brag  of  aid  divine. 
Think  Eufden's  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  alk  for  Stella's  fake ; 
'Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  flake : 
And  Stella  will  be  fung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a  ilander-by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little. 
Returned  this  anfwer  to  a  tittle. 

Though  you  Ihould  live  like  old  Methufaleni, 
I  farniih  hints,  and  you  fhall  ufe  all  'em. 
You  yearly  fmg  as  fne  grows  old. 
You  'd  leave  her  virtues  half  untold. 
But,  to  fay  truth,  fuch  dulnefs  reigns 
Through  the  whole  fet  of  Irilh  deans, 
I  'm  daily  flunn'd  v/ith  fuch  a  medley,  • 
Dean  W — ,  Dean  D — ,  and  Dean  Smedley, 
That,  let  what  Dean  foever  come. 
My  orders  are,  I  'm  not  at  home; 

And 
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And,  if  your  voice  had  not  been  loud. 
You  mull  have  pafs'd  among  the  croud. 

But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent. 
You  muil  apply  to  Mrs.  Brent; 
For  fhe,  as  priellefs,  knows  the  rites 
Wherein  the  god  of  earth  delights. 
Firil,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  Hand 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  hand ; 
Let  her  defcribe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders'  cellar,  on  the  ground : 
A  fpade  let  prudent  Archy  hold. 
And  with  difcretion  dig  the  mould ; 
Let  Stella  look  v/ith  watchful  eye, 
Rebecca,  Ford,  and  Grattans  by. 

Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  lies 
With  neck  elated  towards  the  Ikies ! 
The  god  of  winds  and  god  of  ilre 
Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  confpire; 
And  Bacchus,  for  the  poet's  ufe, 
Pour'd  in  a  flrong  infpiring  juice. 
See  1  as  you  raife  it  from  its  tomb. 
It  drags  behind  a  fpacious  womb. 
And  in  the  fpacious  womb  contains 
A  fovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 

You'll  find  it  foon,  if  fate  confents ; 
If  not,  a  thoufand  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thoufand  Aixhys  arm'd  with  fpades. 
May  dig  in  vain  to  Pluto's  Ihades. 

Freni  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infufe. 
And  boldly  then  invoke  the  Mufe 

S4 
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(But  firfl:  let  Robert,  en  his  knees. 
With  caution  drain  it  from  the  lees)  : 
The  Mufe  will  at  your  call  appear. 
With  Stella's  praile  to  crown  the  year. 


A       SATIRICAL       ELEGY 

ON     THE     DEATH     OF 

A     LATE     FAMOUS     GENERAL. 

HIS  Grace  !  impoffible  !  what  dead  ! 
Of  old  age  too,  and  in  his  bed! 
And  could  that  mighty  warrior  fall. 
And  fo  inglorious,  after  all  1 
Well,  fince  he  's  gone,  no  matter  how, 
7\he  lall  loud  trump  muft  wake  him  now  : 
And,  trufi  me,  as  the  noife  grows  ll;ronger,. 
He  'd  wi{h  to  fleep  a  little  longer. 
And  could  he  be  indeed  fo  old 
As  by  the  news-papers  we  're  told  ? 
Threefcore,  I  think,  is  pretty  high ; 
'Twas  time  in  confcience  he  Ihould  die ! 
This  world  he  cumber'd  long  enough ; 
He  burnt  his  candle  to  the  fnuff ; 
And  that  's  the  reafon,  fome  folks  think. 
He  left  behind  yo  great  af-^h. 
Behold  his  funeral  appears. 
Nor  widow's  fighs,  nor  orphan's  tears. 
Wont  at  fuch  times  each  heart  to  pierce. 
Attend  the  progrefs  of  his  hearfe. 

But 
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But  what  of  that?  his  friends  may  fay. 
He  had  thofe  honours  in  his  day. 
True  to  his  profit  and  his  pride. 
He  made  them  weep  before  he  dy'd. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things ! 
Ye  bubbles  rais'd  by  breath  of  kings  I 
Who  float  upon  the  tide  of  ftate; 
Come  hither,  and  behold  your  fate. 
Let  pride  be  taught  by  this  rebuke. 
How  very  mean  a  thing  's  a  Duke; 
From  all  his  ill-got  honours  flung, 
Turn'd  to  that  dirt  from  whence  he  fprung. 


DEAN    S  MEDLEY'S     PETITION 
TO  THE  DUKE  OF  GRAFTON. 

*'  Non  domus  aut  fandus — "  HoR. 

T  T  was,  my  lord,  the  dextrous  fliift 
A.   Of  t'other  Jonathan,  viz.  Swift; 
But  now  St.  Patrick's  faucy  dean. 
With  filver  verge  and  furplice  clean,' 
Of  Oxford,  or  of  Ormond's  grace. 
In  loofer  rhyme  to  beg  a  place. 
A  place  he  got,  yclept  a  J?  a  II, 
And  eke  a  thoufand  pounds  withal ; 
And,  were  he  a  lefs  witty  writer. 
He  might  as  well  have  got  a  mitre. 
Tiius  I,  the  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
In  humble  lays  my  thanks  to  offer. 

Approach 
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Approach  your  grace  with  grateful  hearty 
My  thanks  and  verfe  both  void  of  art. 
Content  with  what  your  bounty  gave. 
No  larger  income  do  I  crave ; 
Rejoicing  that,  in  i^et/er  times, 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  lines. 
Proud !  while  my  patron  is  polite, 
I  likevvife  to  the  patriot  write  ! 
Proud !  that  at  once  I  can  commend 
King  George's  and  the  Mufes'  friend ! 
Endear'd  to  Britaia ;  and  to  thee 
(Disjoin'd,  Hibernia,  by  the  fea) 
Endear'd  by  twice  three  anxious  years, 
Employ'd  in  guardian  toils  and  cares ; 
By  love,  by  wifdcm,  and  by  ikill ; 
For  he  has  fav'd  thee  'gainft  thy  will.       ** 

But  where  fhall  Smedley  make  his  neil. 
And  lay  his  wandering  head  to  rcfl  ? 
Where  fhali  he  find  a  decent  houfe. 
To  treat  his  friends  and  cheer  his  fpCufe  ? 
Oh!  tack,  my  lord,  fome  pretty  cure"; 
In  wholeforae  foil,  and  sther  pure ; 
The  garden  ilor'd  with  artlefs  flowers. 
In  either  angle  fliady  bowers. 
No  gay  parterre,'  with  coftly  green. 
Within  the  am.bient  hedge  be  feen : 
Let  Nature  freely  tr.ke  her  courfe. 
Nor  fear  from  me  ungrateful  force; 
No  (heers  fhall  check  her  fprouting  vigour. 
Nor  Ihape  the  yews  to  antic  figure : 

A  limpid 
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A  limpid  brook  fhall  trout  fupply. 
In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly ; 
Round  a  fmall  orchard  may  it  run, 
Whofe  apples  redden  to  the  fun. 
Let  all  be  fnug,  and  warm,  and  neat; 
For  fifty  turn'd  a  fafe  retreat. 
A  little  Euflon  may  it  be, 
Eufton  I  '11  carve  on  every  tree. 
But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair. 
My  lord — t-ojice  fifty  pounds  a  year 
Will  barely  do ;  but  if  your  grace 
Could  make  them  hundreds — charming  place 
Thou  then  would'fl  Ilievv  another  face. 
Clogher !  far  north,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
Midd  fnowy  hills,  inclement  fkies; 
One  fhivers  with  the  Ardic  wind ; 
One  hears  the  polar  axis  grind. 
Good  John*  indeed,  v/ith  beef  and  claret, 
Makes  the  place  warm  that  one  may  bear  it. 
He  has  a  purfe  to  keep  a  tabic. 
And  eke  a  foul  as  hofpitable. 
My  heart  is  good;  but  aflets  fail. 
To  fight  with  ilorms  of  fnow  and  haiL 
Befides  the  country  's  thin  of  people. 
Who  feldom  meet  but  at  the  ilecplc : 
The  {trapping  dean,  that  's  gone  to  Down^, 
Ne'er  nam'd  the  thing  without  a  frov/n ; 
W^hen,  much  fatigu'd  v/ith  fermon-ftudy. 
He  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  muddy ; 


*  Bifhop  Sterne. 


No 
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No  fit  companion  could  be  found. 
To  pufti  the  lazy  bottle  round ; 
Sure  then,  for  want  of  better  folks 
To  pledge,  his  clerk  v/as  orthodox. 

Ah !  how  unlike  to  Gerard-ftreet, 
Where  beaux  and  belles  in  parties  meet ; 
Where  gilded  chairs  and  coaches  throng. 
And  joftle  as  they  trovvl  along; 
W^here  tea  and  coffee  hourly,  flow. 
And  gape-feed  does  in  plenty  grow; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certain)  cries, 
Exaiflat  feven,  "  Hot  mutton-p^es  !'* 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  fphere 
Once  fliona,  when  Paunccforth  was  not  near ; 
But  now  fhe  wanes,  and,  as  'tis  faid. 
Keeps  fobcr  hours,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There — but  'tis  endlefs  to  write  down 
All  the  amufjments  of  the  town; 
And  {pouf>3  will  think  herfelf  quite  undone. 
To  trudge  to  Connor*  from  fweet  London; 
And  care  we  mull  our  wives  to  pleafe. 
Or  tKo. — we  fhall  be  ill  at  eafe. 

You  fee,  my  lord,  wliat  'tis  I  lack ; 
'Tis  only  feme  convenient  tack, 
Scm.e  parfonage-houfe,  with  garden  fveet,. 
To  be  my  late,  my  lafl:  retreat ; 
A  decent  church  clofe  by  its  fide. 
There  preaching,  praying,  torcfide; 

*  The  biflioprkk  of  Connor  is  uriiieJ  to  that  of  Djwn;  but 
there  are  tsvo  deans. 

And^ 
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And,  as  my  time  fecurely  rolls. 
To  fave  my  own  and  other  fouls. 


BY     DR.     S  W  I  F  T. 

DEAR  Smed,  I  read  thy  brilliant  lines. 
Where  wit  in  all  its  glory  fhines ; 
Where  complim-^nts,  with  all  their  pride. 
Are  by  their  numbers  dignified : 
I  hope  to  make  you  yet  as  clean 
As  that  fame  Viz,  St.  Patrick's  dean. 
I  '11  give  ihcc  Jurp/ice,  'verge,  andy?.?//, 
And  may  be  fomething  eife  withal ; 
And,  were  you  not  fo  good  a  writer, 
I  fhould  prefent  you  with  a  mitre. 
Write  worfe  then,  (fyou  can —  Be  wife—-' 
Beheve  me,  'tis  the  njoay  to  rife. 
Talk  not  of  making  cf  thy  nejj  : 
Ah  !  fienjer  lay  thy  head  to  reji  ! 
^hat  head  fo  tvell  nvith  <wifdo?n  fraught , 
That  'writes  ivithout  the  toil  of  thought ! 
While  others  rack  their  bufy  brains. 
You  are  not  in  the  leaft  at  pains. 
Down  to  your  deanry  now  repair. 
And  build  a  cajile  in  the  air. 
I  'm  fure  a  man  of  your  fine  fenfe 
Can  do  it  with  a  fmall  expence. 
There  your  dearfpoufe  and  you  together 
May  breathe  your  bellies  full  of<pther. 

When 
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When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour. 

She  '11  help  your  tmfe  when  fhe  's  in  labour  ; 

Well  fkill'd  in  midwife  artifices. 

For  fhe  herfelf  oh'  falls  in  pieces. 

There  you  fhall  fee  a  raree-fm^w 

Wall  make  you  fcorn  this  <Tvcrld  belonu.^ 

When  you  behold  the  milky  way. 

As  white  as  fnow,  as  bright  as  day ; 

The  glittering  conllellations  roll 

About  the  grinding  Ardic  pole  ; 

The  lovely  tingling  in  your  ears. 

Wrought  by  the  mufick  of  the  fpheres— 

Your  fpoufe  iliail  then  no  longer  hedor. 

You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-lcdure ; 

Nor  Ihall  fhe  think  that  fhe  is  undone 

For  quitting  her  beloved  London. 

When  flie 's  exalted  in  the  fkics. 

She  '11  never  think  of  mutton-pies ; , 

When  you  're  advanced  above  dean  Viz, 

You  '11  never  think  of  goody  Griz» 

But  ever,  ever,  live  at  eafe. 

And  flrive,  and  ftrive,  your  n.vife  to  pleafe  \ 

In  her  you  '11  centre  all  your  joys. 

And  get  ten  thoufand  girls  ajid.  boys  : 

Ten  thoufand  girls  and  boys  you  '11  get. 

And  they  like  liars  (hall  rije  SLnd/et  -, 

While  you  and  fpoufe  y  transform'd,  fliall  footl 

Ee  a  neuj  fun  and  a  nc'VjntQon  : 

Nor  fhall  you  ftrive  your  horns  to  hide. 

For  then  your  horns  fliall  be  your  pride. 

VERSL-S 
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VERSES      BY      STELLA. 

IF  it  be  true,  celeftial  Powers, 
That  you  have  form'd  me  fair, 
-And  yet,  in  all  my  vainefc  hours. 

My  mind  has  been  my  care; 
Then,  in  return,  I  beg  this  grace. 

As  you  were  ever  kind. 
What  envious  Time  takes  from  my  fa.:e, 
Beftow  upon  my  mind  1 

JEALOUSY.    BY     THE     SAME*. 

O  Shield  me  from  his  rage,  ceieflial  Powers ; 
This  tyrant,  that  embitters  all  my  hours ! 
Ah,  Love !  you  Ve  poorly  play'd  the  hero's  part : 
You  conquer'd,  but  you  can't  defend  my  heart. 
When  firll  I  bent  beneath  your  gentle  reign, 
I  thought  this  monller  banifh'd  from  your  -train : 
But  you  would  raife  him  to  fupport  your  throne ; 
And  now  he  claims  your  empire  as  his  ov/n. 
Or  tell  me,  tyrants!  have  you  both  agreed. 
That  where  one  reigns,  the  other  Ihall  fucceed? 

DR.     DELANY'S     VILLA. 

WOULD  you  that  Delville  I  defcribe? 
Believe  me.  Sir,  I  will  not  gibe : 
For  who  would  be  fatirical 
Upon  a  thing  fo  very  fmall  ? 

*  On  the  publication  of  *<  Cadeaus  and  Vanefla.'* 

You 
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You  fcarce  upon  the  borders  enter. 
Before  you  're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  fingle  crow  can  make  it  night. 
When  o'er  your  farm  fhe  takes  her  flight : 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  compafs,  we 
Obferve  a  vaft  variety  ; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,    and  parterres, 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  flairs. 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  fields. 
And  hay,  and  grafs,  and  corn,  it  yields  ; 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  fo  cheap  in, 
WitJ-'out  the  mowing  or  the  reaping: 
A  razor,  though  to  fay  't  I'm  loth. 
Would  Ihave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 

Though  fmall  's  the  farm,  yet  here 's  a  houfc 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  moufe. 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more 
Than  favage  Caledonian  boar ; 
For,  if  it 's  enter'd  by  a  rat. 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  feems  to  Ileal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  vale. 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  cheek. 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek ; 
And  this  you  call  your  fwect  meander. 
Which  might  be  fuck'd  up  by  a  gander. 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  fcoop  the  channel  of  the  rill : 
For  fure  you  'd  make  a  mighty  clutter. 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-gutter. 

Next 
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Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen-garden. 
Where  one  poor  moufe  would  fare  but  hard  in; 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  walk. 
No  longer  than  a  taylor's  chalk : 
Thus  I  compare  what  fpace  is  in  it, 
A  fnail  creeps  round  it  in  a  minute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  ihift  to  fqueeze 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  call  your  trees ; 
And,  once  a  year,  a  fingle  rofe 
Peeps  from  the  bud,  but  never  blows ; 
In  vain  then  you  expect  its  bloom  1 
It  cannot  blow,  for  want  of  room. 

In  ftiort,  in  all  your  boailcd  feat. 
There  's  nothine  but  vourfelf  that  's  great» 


On  one  of  the  Vv^indows  at  Delvilli. 

A  Bard,  grown  defirous  of  faving  his  pelf, 
Euilt  a  houfe  he  was  fure  v/ould  hold  none  but 
himfelf. 
This  enrag'd  god  Apollo,  who  Ivlercury  fent. 
And  bid  him  go  afk  what  his  votary  meant. 
*'  Some  foe  to  my  empire  has  been  his  advifer: 
"  'Tis'  of  dreadfld  portent  when  a  poet  turns  miler! 
"  Tell  him,  Hermes,  from  me,  tell  that  fubjeft  of  mine, 
*'  I  have  Avorn  by  the  Styx,  to  defeat  his  defign; 
^'  For  wherever  he  lives,  the  Mufes  fhall  reign; 
'•'  And  tlie  Mui'es,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous  train." 

Vql.  XLIl.  T  CARBERI^ 
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CARBERIiE     RUPES, 

IN     COMITATU     CORGAGENSI.      1723. 

ECCE  ingens  fragmen  fcopuli,  quod  vertice  fummo 
Defuper  impendet.,  nullo  fundamine  nixum 
Decidit  in  fludlus :  maria  undique  &  andique  faxa 
Horrifono  ftridore  tenant,  &  ad  sthera  murmur 
Erigitur;  trepidatque  fuis  Neptunus  in  undis. 
Nam,  longa  venti  rabie,  atque  afpergine  crebra 
^quorei  laticis,  fpecus  ima  rupe  cavatur : 
Jam  fultura  ruit,  jam  fumma  cacumina  nutant; 
Jam  cadit  in  prseceps  moles,  Sc  verberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejeciiTe  Tonantem 
Montibus  impofitos  montes,  &  Pelion  altum 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jaculafle  gigantum. 

Saspe  etiam  fpelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 
Exefa  e  fcopulis,  &  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 
Hinc  atque  hinc  a  ponto  ad  pontum  pervia  Phcebo, 
Cautibus  enorme  junclls  laquearia  tedi 
Fcrmantur;  moles  olim  ruitura  fuperne. 
Fornice  fublimi  nidos  pofuere  palumbes, 
Inque  imo  llagni  pofuere  cubilia  phocae. 

Sed,  cum  fsevit  hyems,  Sc  venti,  carcere  rupto, 
Imraenfos  volvunt  fluclus  ad  culmina  montis ; 
Non  obfeflk  arces,  non  fulmina  vindice  dextra 
Mifti  Jovis,  quoties  inimicas  f^vit  in  urbes, 
Exsquant  fonitum  undarum,  veniente  procella : 
Littora  littcribus  reboant ;  vicinia  late. 

Gens 
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Gens  alTueta  mari,  &  pedibus  percurrere  rupes, 
Terretur  tamen,  &  longe  fugit,  arva  relinquens. 

Gramma  dam  carpunt  pendentes  rupe  capellae, 
Vi  falientis  aqus  de  fummo  praecipitantur, 
Et  dulces  animas  imo  Tub  gurgite  linquunt. 

Pifcator  terra  non  audet  vellere  fanem ; 
Sed  latet  in  portu  tremebundus,  &  aera  fudum 
Hand  fperans,  Nereum  precibus  votifque  fatigat. 


CARBERY      ROCKS, 
TRANSLATED    BY    DR.    DUN  KIN. 

LO  !  from  the  top  of  yonder  cliff,  that  fhrouds 
Its  airy  head  amidft  the  azure  clouds. 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment ;  deftitute  of  props. 
Prone  on  the  waves  the  rocky  ruin  drops ; 
With  hoarfe  rebuff  the  fwelling  feas  rebound. 
From  fiiore  to  (hore  the  rocks  return  the  found : 
The  dreadful  murmur  heaven's  high  convex  cleaves. 
And  Neptune  fhrinks  beneath  hJs  fubjedl  waves; 
For  long  the  whirling  v/inds  and  beating  tides 
Had  fcoop'd  a  vault  into  its  nether  fides. 
Now  yields  the  bafe,  the  fummits  nod,  now  urge 
Their  headlong  courfe,  and  lafh  the  founding  furge. 
Not  louder  noife  could  ihake  the  guilty  world. 
When  Jove  heap'd  mountains  upon  mountains  hurl'd ; 
Retorting  Pelion  from  his  dread  abode. 
To  cruih  Earth's  rebel-fons  beneath  the  load. 

T  2  Oft' 
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Oft'  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  vvidc 
Prefents  an  orifice  on  either  fide, 
A  difmal  orifice,  from  fea  to  fea 
Extended,  pervious  to  the  God  of  Day : 
Uncouthly  join'd,  the  rocks  ilupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  ftorm  : 
High  on  the  ciifF  their  neils  the  Woodquefls  make. 
And  Sea-calves  ftable  in  the  oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  his  fuUen  train 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain ; 
When  o'er  the  craggy  fteep  without  control. 
Big  with  the  blaft,  the  raging  billows  roll ; 
Not  towns  beleaguer'd,  not  the  flaming  brand. 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove's  avenging  hand. 
Oft'  as  on  impious  men  his  wrath  he  pours. 
Humbles  their  pride,  and  blafts  their  gilded  towers. 
Equal  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar : 
Waves  ruih  o'er  waves,  rebellows  fhore  to  ihore. 
The  neighbouring^race,  though  wont  to  brave  the  ihocks 
Of  angry  feas,  and  run  along  the  rocks. 
Now  pale  with  terror,  while  the  ocean  foams. 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  truft  their  native  homes. 

The  goats,  v/hile  pendent  from  the  mountain-top 
The  withered  herb  improvident  they  crop, 
Wafli'd  down  the  precipice  with  fudden  fweep. 
Leave  their  fweet  lives  beneath  th'  unfathom'd  deep. 

The  frighted  filher,  with  defponding  eyes. 
Though  fafe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies. 
Nor  hoping  to  behold  the  Ikies  ferene. 
Wearies  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  main. 

UPON 
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UPON    THE     HORRID     PLOT 

DISCO\^ERED    BY    HARLEQUIN, 
The   Biihop   of  Rochester's    French   Dog*. 

In  a  Dialogue  between  a  Whig  and  a  Tory.   1723. 

IASK'D  a  Vv'hig  the  other  night. 
How  came  tliis  wicked  plot  to  light  ? 
He  anfvver'd,  that  a  dog  of  late 
Inform'd  a  minifter  of  ftate. 
Said  I,  from  thence  I  nothing  know ; 
For  are  not  all  informers  fo  ? 
A  villain  who  his  friend  betrays. 
We  ftyle  him  by  no  other  phrafe ; 
And  fo  a  perjur'd  dog  denotes 
Porter,  and  Prendsrgaft,  and  Oates, 
And  forty  others  I  could  name. 

Whig.  But,  ycu  m.uft  know,  this  dog  was  lame. 

Tory.  A  weighty  argument  indeed  I 
Your  e-vidence  was  Lune : — proceed : 
CciTie,  help  your  lame  dog  o'er  tks  Jlyle. 

Whig.  Sir,  you  miftake  me  all  this  while: 
I  mean  a  dog  (without  a  joke) 
Can  howl,  and  bark,  but  never  fpoke. 

Tory.  I  'm  ftill  to  feek,  which  dog  you  mean; 
Whether  cur  Plunkeit,  or  whelp  Skean, 
An  Englifli  or  an  Irilh  hound; 
Or  t'  other  puppy,  that  was  drown'd; 

*  See  the  "  Stnte  Triah,"  Vol.  VI. 

T3  Or 
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Or  Mafon,  that  abandon'd  bitch : 
Then  pray  be  free,  and  telt  me  which : 
For  every  ftander-by  was  marking 
That  all  the  noife  they  made  was  harking. 
You  pay  them  well;  the  dogs  have  got 
Their  dogs -heads  in  a  porridge  pot : 
And  'twas  but  juft;  for  wife  men  fay. 
That  e'very  dog  ijiujl  ha-ve  his  day. 
Dog  Walpole  laid  a  quart  of  nog  on  \, 
lie  'd  either  make  a  hog  or  dog  on  '/ ; 
And  look'd,  fmce  he  has  got  his  wilh. 
As  if  he  had  thronvn  doivn  a  dijh. 

iYet  this  I  dare  foretel  you  from  it. 
He  '11  foon  return  to  his  o-xvn  'vomit. 

Whig.  BefidcB,  this  horrid  plot  was  found 
By  Neynoe,  after  he  was  drown'd. 

Tory.  Why  then  the  proverb  is  not  right. 
Since  you  can  teach  dead  dogs  to  bite. 

Whig.  Iprov'd  my  propofition  full: 
I  "^x^x.  Jacobites  are  flrangely  dull. 
Now  let  me  tell  you  plainly.  Sir, 
Cur  v/itnefs  is  a  real  cury 
A  dog  of  fpirit  for  his  years. 
Has  twice  two  legs,  two  hanging  ears ; 
His  name  is  Harlequin,  I  wot. 
And  that  *s  a  name  in  every  plot : 
Refolv'd  to  fave  the  Britilh  nation. 
Though  French  by  birth  and  education; 
His  correfpondence  plainly  dated. 
Was  all  decypher'd  and  tranjlated: 

His 
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His  anfw'ers  were  exceeding  pretty 
Before  the  fecret  wife  committee : 
Confefs'd  as  plain  as  he  could  bark ; 
Then  with  his  fore-foot  fet  his  7nark. 

Tory.  Then  all  this  while  have  I  been  bubbled, 
I  thought  it  was  a  dog  in  doublet  : 
The  matter  now  no  longer  flicks ; 
For  ftatefmen  never  want  do^-trich. 
But  lince  it  was  a  real  cur. 
And  not  a  dog  in  metaphor, 
I  give  you  joy  of  the  report. 
That  he  's  to  have  a  place  at  court. 

Whig.  Yes,  and  a  place  he  will  grow  rich  in; 
A  turn-fpit  in  the  royal  kitchen. 
Sir,  to  be  plain,  I  tell  you  what. 
We  had  occafian  for  a  plot : 
And,  when  we  found  the  dog  begin  it. 
We  guefs'd  the  biihop's  foot  was  in  it. 

Tory.  I  own,  it  was  a  dangerous  projed; 
And  you  have  prov'd  it  by  dog-logick. 
Sure  fuch  intelligence  between 
A  dog  and  biihop  ne'er  was  feen. 
Till  you  began  to  change  the  breed; 
Your  bifhoDS  all  are  do^s  indeed  I 
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STELLA    AT    WOOD-PARK, 

A  Houfe  of  Charles  Ford,  Efq.  near  Dublin,. 
1723. 

*'  —  Cuicumque  nocere  vrlcbat, 
"  Veftimenra  dabat  prctiofa.'" 

DON  Carlos,  In  a  merry  fpight. 
Did  Stella  to  his  houfe  invite ; 
lie  entertain'd  her  half  a  year 
With  generous  wines  and  coftly  chear. 
Don  Carlos  made  her  chief  direftor. 
That  flie  might  o'er  the  fervants  hcclor.. 
In  half  a  week  the  dame  grew  nice, . 
Got  all  things  at  the  higheft  price : 
Now  at  the  table-head  fhe  fits, 
Prefented  with  the  nicell  bits : 
She  look'd  on  partridges  with  fcorn. 
Except  they  tailed  of  the  corn ; 
A  haunch  of  venifon  made  her  fweat> 
Unlefs  it  had  the  ii^lfumette. 
Don  Carlos  earneftly  would  beg. 
Dear  madam,  try  this  pigeon's  leg ; 
Was  happy,  when  he  could  prevail 
To  make  her  only  touch  a  quail. 
Through  candle-light  fhe  view'd  the  wine. 
To  fee  that  every  glafs  was  fine. 
At  laft,  grown  prouder  than  the  devil 
With  feeding  high  and  tri;atment  civil, 

Doa 


STELLA   AT   WOOD-PARK.        2S1 

Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 

His  malice  work  as  he  defign'd. 

The  winter-Iky  began  to  frown ; 

Poor  Stella  muft  pack  off  to  town : 

From  purling  flreams  and  fountains  bubbling^ 

To  Liffy's  {linking  tide  at  Dublin ; 

From  wholefome  exercife  and  air. 

To  foffing  in  an  eafy  chair ; 

From  ftomach  fharp,  and  hearty  feeding,. 

To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding ; 

From  ruling  there  the  houfliold  fingly. 

To  be  directed  here  by  Dingley*  ; 

From  every  day  a  lordly  banquet. 

To  half  a  joint,  and  God  be  thanked; 

From  every  meal  Pontack  in  plenty. 

To  half  a  pint  one  day  in  twenty ; 

From  Ford  attending  at  her  call. 

To  vifits  of  — 

From  Ford  who  thinks  of  nothing  mean,- 
To  the  poor  doings  of  the  Dean; 
From  growing  richer  with  good  chear. 
To  running-out  by  ftarving  here. 

But  now  arrives  the  difmal  day ; 
She  muft  return  to  Ormond  Quayf . 
The  coachman  ftopt;  (he  look'd,  andfAore 
The  rafcal  had  miftook  the  door  : 
At  coming  in,  you  faw  her  ftoop ; 
The  entry  brufli'd  againft  her  hoop : 

^'  The  confl:ant  companion  of  Stella. 
•\  Where  the  two  ladies  lodged. 

Each 
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Each  moment  rifmg  in  her  airs. 
She  curft  the  narrow  winding  ftairs ; 
Began  a  thoufand  faults  to  fpy : 
The  cieling  hardly  fix  feet  Iiigh ; 
The  fmutty  wainfcot  full  of  cracks ; 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backs : 
Her  quarter  's  out  at  Lady-day; 
She  vows  ihe  will  no  longer  ilay 
In  lodgings  Hke  a  poor  Grizett^, 
While  there  are  lodgings  to  be  let. 

Howe'er,  to  keep  her  fpirits  up. 
She  fent  for  company  to  fup : 
When  all  the  while  you  might  remark. 
She  ftrove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood-park. 
Two  bottles  call'd  for  (half  her  ftore ; 
The  cupboard  could  contain  but  four) : 
A  fupper  worthy  of  herfclf. 
Five  nothings  in  five  plates  of  delf. 

Thus  for  a  week  the  farce  went  on; 
W^hen,  all  her  country-favings  gone. 
She  fell  into  her  former  fcene. 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  Dean. 

Thus  far  in  jeft:  though  now,  I  fear. 
You  think  my  jelling  too  fevere; 
But  poets,  when  a  hint  is  new. 
No  matter  whether  falfe  or  true : 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence. 
Where  truth  has  not  the  leaft  pretence ; 
Nor  can  be  more  fecurely  plac'd 
Than  on  a  nymph  of  Stella's  tafte. 


Imuft 
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I  muft  confefs,  your  wine  and  vittle 
I  was  too  hard  upon  a  little : 
Your  table  neat,  your  linen  fine ; 
And,  though  in  miniature,  you  ihine : 
Yet,  when  you  figh  to  leave  Wood-park, 
The  fcene,  the  welcome,  and  the  fpark. 
To  languifh  in  this  odious  town. 
And  pull  your  haughty  ftomach  down ; 
We  think  you  quite  miftake  the  cafe. 
The  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place : 
For,  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
A  cottage  is  Wood-park  with  you. 

COPY  OF  THE  BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 
ON      M  R.     F  O  R  D. 

COME,  be  content,  fmce  cut  it  muft. 
For  Stella  has  betray'd  her  trufi; 
And,  whifpering,  charg'd  me  not  to  fay 
That  Mr.  Ford  was  born  to=day; 
Or,  if  at  laft  I  needs  muft  blab  it. 
According  to  my  ufual  habit. 
She  bid  me,  with  a  ferious  face. 
Be  fure  conceal  the  time  and  place ; 
And  not  my  compliment  to  fpoil. 
By  calling  this  your  native  foil ; 
Or  vex  the  ladies,  when  they  knew 
That  you  are  turning  forty-two : 
But,  if  thefe  topicks  fhall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  here, 

I  think. 
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I.  think,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it. 
Good-manners  muft  give  place  to  profit. 

The  nymphs  with  \vhora  you  firft  begant 
Are  each  become  a  harridati ; 
And  Montague  To  far  decay'd. 
Her  lovers  now  muft  all  be  paid ; 
And  every  belle  that  fince  arofe 
Plas  her  contemporary  beaux. 
Your  former  comrades,  once  fo  bright. 
With  whom  you  toafted  half  the  night. 
Of  rheumatifm  and  pox  complain. 
And  bid  adieu  to  dear  champaign. 
Your  great  protedlcrs,  once  in  power. 
Arc  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o'er  the  laws. 
Who  hate  your  perfon  and  your  caufe. 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  fpot. 
You  m.uft  be  guilty  of  the  plot : 
For,  true  or  falfe,  they  '11  ne'er  enquire^ 
But  ufe  you  ten  times  v/orfe  than  Prior*. 

In  London  1  what  would  you  do  there  I 
Can  you,  my  friend,  v.ith  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  pafTion  raife 
Worfe  than  a  pun,  or  Irifli  phrafer) 
To  fee  a  fcounorel  Urut  and  heilor, 
A  foot-boy  to  fome  rogue  diredor. 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round. 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 

*  The  celebrated  poet. 

ObfeiTC 
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'Obferve  where  bloody  *****  ftands 
With  torturing  engines  in  his  hands ; 
Hear  him  blafpheme,  and  fwear,  and  rail. 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
If  this  you  think  a  pleaiing  fcene. 
To  London  flrait  return  again ; 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  experiences 
Are  fwarms  of  bugs  and  prefbyterians. 

I  thought  my  very  fpleen  would  burll, 
When  fortune  hither  drove  me  firft ; 
Was  full  as  hard  to  pleafe  as  you. 
Nor  perfons  names  nor  places  knew : 
But  now  I  ad:  as  other  folk. 
Like  prifoners  when  their  jail  is  broke. 

If  you  have  London  ilill  at  heart. 
We  '11  make  a  fmall  one  here  by  art : 
The  difference  is  not  much  between 
St.  James's  Park,  and  Stephen's  Green; 
And  Dawfon-ftreet  will  ferve  as  well  • 
To  lead  you  thither  as  Pali-Mall. 
Nor  want  a  paffage  through  the  palace. 
To  choque  your  fight,  and  raife  your  malice: 
The  Deanry-houfe  may  well  be  match'd. 
Under  corredion,  with  the  Tnatcht*. 
Nor  {hall  I,  when  you  hither  come. 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  ftum. 
Then,  for  a  middle-aged  charm ?r, 
Stella  may  vie  with  your  Monthermer; 

•  A  famous  tavern  in  St.  James's  ftrcet* 

She  's 
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She  's  now  as  handfome  every  bit. 
And  has  a  thouland  times  her  wit. 
The  Dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope. 
Will  half  fupply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 
Corbet*,  though  yet  I  know  his  worth  not. 
No  doubt  will  prove  a  good  Arbuthnot. 
I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tim ; 
In  London  can  you  equal  him  ? 
What  think  you  of  my  favourite  clan, 
Robinf  and  Jack,  and  Jack  and  Dan, 
Fellows  of  modeft  worth  and  parts, 
W'ith  cheerful  looks  and  honeft  hearts  ? 

Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  fcorn? 
Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormond  born. 

Oh !  were  but  you  and  I  fo  wife. 
To  fee  with  Robert  Grattan's  eyes ! 
Robin  adores  that  fpot  of  earth. 
That  literal  fpot  which  gave  him  birth ; 
And  fwears,  "  Belcampt  is,  to  his  tafte, 
"  As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  leaft." 
When  to  your  friends  you  would  enhance 
The  praife  of  Italy  or  France, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit. 
We  gladly  hear  you,  and  fubmit : 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutter. 
For  this  or  that  fide  of  the  gutter, 

*  Dr.  Corbet,  afterwards  dean  of  St.  Patrick's. 
■\  R.  and  J.  Grattan,  and  J.  and  D.  Jickfon. 
J  In  Fingall,  about  five  miles  from  Dublin. 
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To  live  in  this  or  t'  other  ifle. 
We  cannot  think  it  worth  your  while; 
For,  take  it  kmdiy  or  amifs. 
The  diirerence  but  amounts  to  this : 
We  bur/  on  our  fide  the  channel 
In  linen;  and  on  yours  in  flannel*. 
You  for  the  news  are  ne^er  to  feek ; 
While  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 
You  happy  folks  are  fure  to  meet 
An  hundred  whores  in  every  ftreet ; 
While  we  may  trace  all  Dublin  o'er 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  fcore. 

You  fee  my  arguments  are  ilrong; 
I  wonder  you  held  out  fo  long : 
But,  fmce  you  are  convinc'd  at  laft. 
We  '11  pardon  you  for  what  is  paft. 
So — let  us  now  for  whift  prepare; 
Twelve-pence  a  corner,  if  you  dare. 


JOAN     CUDGELS     NED.     1723. 

JOAN  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned  's  a  bully ; 
Will  cudgels  Befs,  yet  Will 's  a  cully. 
Die  Ned  and  Befs;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  fay  her  life  's  her  own. 
Die  Joan  and  Will;  give  Befs  to  Ned, 
And  every  day  Ibe  cotnbs  his  head. 

*  The  law  for  burying  in  woollen  was  extended   to  Ireland 
In  1733, 

A    CLUIB- 
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A     Q^U  I  B  B  L  I  N  G     ELEGY, 

ON     JUDGE      BOAT.     1723. 

TO  mournful  ditties,  Clio,  change  thy  note. 
Since  cruel  fate  hathy2^«i  our  juftice  Boat. 
Why  ftiould  h.Qjinky  where  nothing  feem'd  to  prefs. 
His  lading  little,  and  his  ballaj}  lefs  ? 
^oji  in  the  nx^anjes  of  this  te7npeJiuous  world. 
At  length,  his  anchor  fixt  and  can^vas  furl'd. 
To  Lazy-hill*  retiring  from  his  court. 
At  his  Ring's-end*  Vt  founders  in  the  port. 
With  nxiater\  fill'd,  he  could  no  Xo^i'^zx  float. 
The  common  death  of  many  a  ftronger  boat, 

A  poU  fo  fill'd  on  nature's  laws  entrenches : 
Benches  on  boats  are  plac'd,  not  boats  on  benches » 
And  yet  our  Boat  (how  fhall  I  reconcile  it  ? ) 
Was  both  a  Boat,  and  in  one  fenfe  a  pilot. 
With  every  nvindYiefljiPd,  and  well  could  iacki 
Had  m^Lny  pendents,  but  abhorr'd  a  JackX. 
He  's  gone,  although  his  friends  began  to  hope 
That  he  might  yet  be  lifted  by  a  rope. 

Behold  the  awful  bench y  on  which  he  fat ! 
He  was  as  hard  and  ponderous  ijoood  as  th^-t ; 
Yet,  when  Yiis/and  was  out,  vve  find  at  lafl. 
That  death  has  o^erfet  him  with  a  blafl. 

*  Two  villages  near  the  fea. 

■\  It  was  faid  he  died  of  a  dropfy, 

\  A  cant  word  for  a  Jacobite. 
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Our  Boat  is  novz/niPd  to  the  Stygian  ferry. 

There  to  fuppiy  old  Charon's  leaky  wheffy  : 

Charon  in  him  will  ferry  fouls  to  hell; 

A  trade  our  Boat*  hath  praflis'd  here  fo  well  r 

And  Cerberus  hath  ready  in  his  paws 

Both /I'itch  and  bi':77ifto-ne,  to  £11  up  \^%fii<v:s\ 

Yet,  fpite  of  death  and  fate,  I  here  maintain 

We  may  place  Boat  in  his  old  pojl  again. 

The  way  is  thus ;  and  well  deferves  your  thanks : 

Take  the  three  ftrongeli  of  his  broken  planks. 

Fix  them  on  high,  confpicuous  to  be  feen, 

Form'd  like  the  triple -tree  near  Stephen's-greenf ; 

And,  when  we  view  it  thus  with  thief  at  end  on  't. 

We  '11  cry.  Look,  here 's  our  BoatjiTi^  there 's  x}ixt pendant! 


T  I-I  E      EPITAPH. 

HERE  lies  judge  Boat  within  a  cofhn; 
Pray,  gsntle-folks,  forbear  your  fcofiing. 
A  Boat  a  judge  1  yes;  where  's  the  blunder f 
A  <vjooden  judge  is  no  fuch  wonder. 
And  in  his  robes,  you  mull  agree. 
No  Boat  was  better  deckt  thaii  he. 
'Tis  needlefs  to  defcribe  him  fuller ; 
In  Ihort,  he  was  an  2ih\e /culler, 

*  In  condemning  naalefadlors,  as  a  judge. 
■\  Where  the  Dublin  gallows  fiands, 

VoL.XLIL  U  PETHOX 
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PETHOX*    THE     GREAT. 

FROM  Venus  born,  thy  beauty  fhows ; 
But  who  thy  father,  no  man  knows : 
Nor  can  the  fkilful  herald  trace 
The  founder  of  thy  ancient  race ; 
Whether  thy  temper,  full  of  fire, 
Difcovers  Vulcan  for  thy  fire. 
The  god  who  made  Scamander  boil. 
And  round  his  margin  fmg'd  the  foil 
(From  whence,  philofophers  agree. 
An  equal  power  defcends  to  thee) ; 
W^hether  from  dreadful  Mars  you  claim 
The  high  defcent  from  whence  you  came. 
And,  as  a  proof,  fliew  numerous  fears 
By  fierce  encounters  made  in  wars, 
Thofe  honourable  wounds  you  bore 
From  head  to  foot,  and  all  before. 
And  dill  the  bloody  field  frequent. 
Familiar  in  each  leader's  tent ; 
Or  whether,  as  the  learn'd  contend. 
You  from  the  neighbouring  Gaul  defcend; 
Or  from  Partherrope  the  proud. 
Where  numberlefs  thy  votaries  croud ; 
Whether  thy  great  forefather  came 
From  realms  that  bear  Vefputio's  name 
(For  fo  conjeclurers  would  obtrude. 
And  from  thy  painted  fkin  conclude) ; 

*  This  name  is  plainly  an  anagram. 

Whether 


PETHOX    THE     GREAT.        aji 

Whether^,  as  Epicurus  (hows. 

The  world  from  juftling  feeds  arofe. 

Which,  mingling  with  prolific  ftrife 

In  chaos,  kindled  into  life: 

So  your  production  was  the  fame. 

And  from  contending  atoms  came. 

Thy  fair  indulgent  mother  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  fparkling  rubies  round : 
Beneath  thy  decent  fteps  the  road 
Is  all  with  precious  jewels  ftrow'd. 
The  bird  of  Pallas  knows  his  poll. 
Thee  to  attend,  where'er  thou  goeft. 

Byzantians  boaft,  that  on  the  clod 
Where  once  their  Sultan's  horfe  had  trod. 
Grows  neither  grafs,  nor  fhrub,  nor  tree : 
The  fame  thy  fubjedls  boaft  of  thee. 

The  greateft  lord,  when  you  appear. 
Will  deign  your  livery  to  wear. 
In  all  the  various  colours  feen 
Of  red  and  yellow,  blue  and  green. 

With  half  a  word,  when  you  require. 
The  man  of  bufmefs  muft  retire. 

The  haughty  minifler  of  ftate 
With  trembling  muft  thy  leifure  wait ; 
And,  while  his  fate  is  in  thy  hands. 
The  bufmefs  of  the  nation  ftands. 

Thou  dar'ft  the  greateft  prince  attack, 
Canft  hourly  fet  him  on  the  rack ; 
And,  as  an  inftance  of  thy  power, 
inclofe  him  in  a  wooden  tower, 

U  2  With 
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With  pungent  pains  on  every  lide : 
So  Regulus  in  torments  dy'd. 

From  thee  our  youth  all  virtues  learn> 
Dangers  with  prudence  to  difcern ; 
And  well  thy  fcholars  are  endued 
With  temperance,  and  with  fortitude ; 
With  patience,  which  all  ills  fupports ; 
And.  fecrefy,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  glittering  beau  could  hardly  tell,. 
Without  your  aid,  to  read  or  fpell ; 
But,  having  long  convers'd  with  you. 
Knows  how  to  write  a  billet-doux. 

With  what  delight,  methinks,  I  tr^ce 
Your  blood  in  every  noble  race  ! 
In  whom  thy  features,  fhape,  and  mien> 
Are  to  the  life  diftindlly  feen  1 
The  Britons,  once  a  favage  kind. 
By  you  were  brighten'd  and  refin'd, 
Defcendants  to  the  barbarous  Huns, 
With  limbs  robuil,  and  voice  that  ftuns  : 
But  you  have  moulded  them  afrefh, 
Remov'd  the  tough  fuperilucus  fieih. 
Taught  them  to  modulate  their  tongues. 
And  fpeak  without  the  help  of  lungs. . 

Proteus  on  you  bellow'd  the  boon 
To  change  your  vifage  like  the  moon ; 
You  fometimes  half  a  face  produce. 
Keep  t'  other  half  for  private  ufe. 

How  fam'd  thy  conduft  in  the  fight 
With  Hermes,  fon  of  Pleias  bright ! 


Out- 
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Out-number'd,  half  encompafs'd  round. 
You  ftrove  for  every  inch  of  ground ; 
Then,  by  a  foldierly  retreat, 
Retir'd  to  your  imperial  feat. 
The  vidor,  when  your  Heps  he  trac'd. 
Found  all  the  realms  before  him  wafte : 
You,  o'er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Pontific,  made  your  glorious  march; 
The  v/ondrous  arch  behind  you  fell. 
And  left  a  chafm  profound  as  hell : 
You,  in  your  capitol  fecur'd, 
A  fiege  as  long  as  Troy  endur'd. 

M  A  Ps.  Y    THE     C  O  O  K  -  M  A  I  D  '  S 
LETTEPv    TO    DR.    SHERIDAN.     1723, 

WELL,  if  ever  I  favv  fuch  another  man  fines  my 
my  mother  bound  my  head  1 
You  a  gentleman !   marry  come  up !   I  wonder  whera 

you  were  bred. 
I  'm  fure  fach  words  do  not  become  a  man  of  your  cloth ; 
I  would  not  give  fuch  language  to  a  dog,  faith  and  troth.  . 
Yes,  you  call'd  my  mailer  a  knave :  fiQ,  Mr.  Sheridan  1 

'tis  a  fhame 
.For  a  parfon,  v/ho  fnould  know  better  things,  to  come 

out  with  fuch  a  name. 
Enave  in  your  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan  I   'tis  both  a  fiiaine 

and  a  fm; 
And  the  Dean,  my  mailer,  is  an  honeHer  man  than  yoa 

and  ail  your  kin : 

U3  He 
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He  has  more  goodnefs  in  his  little  finger,  than  you  have 

in  your  whole  body : 
My  mailer  is  a  parfonable  man,  and  not  a  fpindle-fhank'd 

hoddy-doddy. 
And  nov/,   whereby  I  find   you  would  fain  make  an 

exc'jfe, 
Becaufe  my  matter  one  day,  in  anger,  call'd  you  goofe ; 
Which,  and  I  am  fure  I  have  been  his  fervant  four 

years  fmce  October, 
And  he  never  call'd  me  worfe  than  fweet-heart,  drunk 

or  fober: 
Not  that  I  know  his  reverence  was  ever  concern'd  to 

my  knowledge. 
Though  you  and  your  come-rogues  keep  him  out  fo  late 

in  your  college. 
You  fay  you  will  eat  grafs  on  his  grave :  a  chriltian  eat 

grafs ! 
Whereby  you  now  confefs  yourfelf  to  be  a  goofe  or  an 

afs : 
But  tliat  *s  as  much  as  to  fay,  that  my  mafler  Ihould  die 

before  ye ; 
Well,  well,  that  's  as  God  pleafes ;  and  I  don't  believe 

that  's  a  true  llory : 
And  fo  fay  I  told  you  fo,   and  you  may  go  tell  my 

mafler;  what  care  I  ? 
And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it ;  'tis  all  one  to  Mary. 
Every  body  knows  that  I  love  to  tell  truths  and  Ihamc 

the  devil; 
I  am  but  a  poor  fervant;  but  I  think  gentlefolks  ihould 

be  civil. 

Befidesj 


THE    COOK-MAID'S    LETTER.     295 

Befides,  you  found  fault  with  our  visuals  one  day  that 

you  was  here : 
I  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuefday  of  all  days  in  the  year. 
And  Saunders  the  man  fays  you  are  always  jelling  and 

mocking  : 
Mary,  faid  he,  (one  day  as  I  was  mending  my  mailer's 

flocking) 
My  mafler  is  fo  fond  of  that  miniflcr  that  keeps  the 

fchool  — 
I  thought  my  mailer  a  wife  man,  but  that  man  makes 

him  a  fool. 
Saunders,  faid  I,  I  would  rather  than  a  quart  of  ale 
He  would  come  into  our  kitchen,  and  I  would  pin  a 

difh-clout  to  his  tail. 
And  now   I   muil  go,  and  get  Saunders  to  direifl  this 

letter ; 
For  I  wriie  but  a  fad  fcrawl ;  but  my  filler  Marget,  Ihe 

writes  better. 
Well,  but  I  mufl  run  and  make  the  bed,  before  m.y 

mailer  comes  from  prayers ; 
And  fee  now,  it  flrikes  ten,  and  I  hear  him  coming  up 

flairs ; 
Whereof  I  could  fay  more  to  your  verfes,  if  I  could 

write  written  hand  : 
And  fo  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way,  your  fervant  to  com- 
mand, 

M  A  R  y. 


U4  A  NEW. 

I 
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A    NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT 
FOR      B  E  C  *.      1723-4, 

RETURNING  Janus  nov/  prepares. 
For  Bee,  a  new  fupply  of  cares. 
Sent  in  a  bag  to  Doftor  Swift, 
Who  thus  difplays  the  New-year's-gift. 

Firft,  this  large  parcel  brings  you  tidings 
Of  our  good  Dean's  eternal  chidings; 
Of  Nelly's  pertnefs,  Robin's  leafings. 
And  Sheridan's  perpetual  teazings. 
This  box  is  cramm'd  on  every  fide 
With  Stella's  magifterial  pride. 
Behold  a  cage  with  fparrows  fill'd, 
Firll  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kill'd. 
Now  to  this  hamper  I  invite  you. 
With  fix  imagin'd  cares  to  fright  you. 
Here  in  this  bundle  Janus  fends 
Concerns  by  thcufands  for  your  friends : 
And  here  's  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes. 
To  hold  your  cares  for  cLher  folks.  • 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
A  peck  of  troubles  for  a  coach. 
This  ball  of  wax  your  ears  will  darken. 
Still  to  be  curious,  never  hearken. 
Left  you  the  town  may  have  lefs  trouble  in. 
Bring  all  your  Quilca'sf  cares  to  Dublin, 
por  which  he  fends  this  empty  fack;^ 
And  fo  take  all  upon  your  back. 

*  Mrs.  DIngley,  Stella's  friend  and  companion. 
+  A  country-houfe  of  Dr.  Sheridan, 

DINGLEY 
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DINGLEY    AND    BRENT*. 

A         S     O     N     G, 

To  the  Tune  of  "  Ye  Commons  and   Peers." 

DINGLEY  and  Brent, 
Wherever  they  went. 
Ne'er  minded  a  word  that  was  fpoken; 
Whatever  was  faid. 
They  ne'er  troubled  their  head. 
But  laugh'd  at  their  own  filly  joking. 

Should  Solomon  wife 

In  majefty  rife. 
And  fhew  them  his  wit  and  his  learning ; 

They  never  would  hear. 

But  turn  the  deaf  ear. 
As  a  matter  they  had  no  concern  in. 

You  tell  a  good  jell. 

And  pleafe  all  the  rell ; 
Com.es  Dingley,  and  a&s  you.  What  was  it  ? 

And,  curious  to  know. 

Away  ihe  will  go 
To  feek  an  old  rag  in  the  clofet. 

*  Dr.  Swift's  houfs'kecper. 

T( 
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TO      STELLA.      1723-4. 

Written   on   the   Day    of  her  Birth,  but   not   on 
the  Subject,  when  I  was  fick  in  Bed. 

TORMENTED  with  inceflant  pains. 
Can  I  devife  poetic  ftrains? 
Time  was,  when  I  could  yearly  pay 
My  verfe  on  Stella's  native  day: 
But  now,  unable  grown  to  write, 
I  grieve  fhe  ever  faw  the  light. 
Ungrateful !  fmce  to  her  I  owe 
That  I  thefe  pains  can  undergo. 
She  tends  me,  like  an  humble  Have; 
And,  when  indecently  I  rave, 
When  out  my  brutifh  pafTions  break. 
With  gall  in  every  word  I  fpeak. 
She,  with  foft  fpeech,  my  angui(h  cheers. 
Or  melts  my  pafiions  down  with  tears : 
Although  'tis  eafy  to  defcry 
She  wants  affiftance  more  than  I ; 
Yet  Teems  to  feel  my  pains  alone. 
And  is  a  Stoic  in  her  own. 
When,  among  fcholars,  can  we  find 
So  foft,  and  yet  fo  firm  a  mind  ? 
All  accidents  of  life  confpire 
To  raife  up  Stella's  virtue  higher. 
Or  elfe  to  introduce  the  refl 
Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breaft. 

Her 
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Her  firmnefs  who  could  e'er  have  known. 
Had  fhe  not  evils  of  her  own  ? 
Her  kindnefs  who  could  ever  guefs. 
Had  not  her  friends  been  in  diftrefs  ? 
Whatever  bafe  returns  you  find 
From  me,  dear  Stella,  ftill  be  kind. 
In  your  own  heart  you  '11  reap  the  fruit. 
Though  I  continue  flill  a  brute. 
But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 
I  promife  to  be  good  again : 
Meantime,  your  other  juiler  friends 
Shall  for  my  follies  make  amends ; 
So  may  we  long  continue  thus. 
Admiring  you,  you  pitying  us. 

ON      DREAMS. 

AN     IMITATION     OF     PET  R  ONI  US. 

*'  Somnia  quae  mentes  ludunt  volitantibus  umbris,"  &c. 

THOSE  dreams  that  on  the  filent  night  intrude. 
And  with  falfe  flitting  fhades  our  minds  delude, 
Jove  never  fends  us  downward  from  the  ikies ; 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  manfions  rife ; 
But  all  are  mere  productions  of  the  brain. 
And  foois  confult  interpreters  in  vain. 

For,  when  in  bed  we  reft  our  weary  limbs. 
The  mind  unburden'd  fports  in  various  whims; 
The  bufy  head  with  mimic  art  runs  o'er 
The  fcenes  and  adions  of  the  day  before. 

The 
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The  drowfy  tyrant,  by  his  minions  led. 
To  regal  rage  devotes  feme  patriot's  head. 
With  equal  terrors,  not  with  equal  guilt. 
The  murderer  dreams  of  ail  the  blood  he  fpilt. 

The  foldier  fmiling  hears  the  widow's  cries. 
And  ftabs  the  fon  before  the  mother's  eyes. 
With  like  remorfe  his  brother  of  the  trade. 
The  butcher,  fells  the  lamb  beneath  his  blade. 

The  ftatefman  rakes  the  town  to  find  a  plot. 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  treafon  got. 
Nor  lefs  Tom-t — d-man,  of  true  llatefman  mold, 
CoUecls  the  city  filth  in  fearch  of  gold. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  lawyer  fees. 
And  takes  the  plaintiff's  and  defendant's  fees. 
His  fellow  pick-purfe,  watching  for  a  job. 
Fancies  his  finger  's  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  phyfician  grants  the  hufband's  prayers. 
Or  gives  relief  to  long-expe(5ling  heirs. 
The  Heeping  hangman  ties  the  fatal  noofe, 
I>Jor  unfaccefsful  waits  far  dead  men's  ihoes. 

The  grave  divine,  with  knotty  points  perplext. 
As  if  he  was  av/ake,  nods  o'er  his  text : 
W^hile  the  fly  mountebank  attends  his  trade. 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  is  better  paid. 

The  hireling  fenatcr  of  modern  days 
Eedaubsthe  guilty  great  with  naufeous  prdfe: 
And  Dick  the  fcavenger,  with,  equal  grace. 
Flirts  from  his  cart  the  mud  in  *****  's  face, 

WHIT. 
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WHITSHED'S*      MOTTO 
ON    HIS     COACH.     1724. 

T  IBERTAS  et  natale folum : 
J  J  Fine  words  1  I  wonder  where  you  flole  'em. 
Could  nothing  but  thy  chief  reproach 
Serve  for  a  motto  on  thy  coach  ? 
But  let  me  now  the  words  tranflatc: 
Natale  folum,  my  ellate; 
My  dear  ellate,  how  well  I  love  it ! 
My  tenants,  if  you  doubt,  will  prove  it. 
They  fwear  1  am  fo  kind  and  good, 
I  hug  them,  till  I  fqueeze  their  blood. 

Libertas  bears  a  large  import : 
Firll:,  how  to  fwagger  in  a  court ; 
And,  fecondly,  to  ihew  my  fury 
Againft  an  un-ccmplying  jury ; 
And,  thirdly,  'tis  a  new  invention. 
To  favour  Wood,  and  keep  my  penllon ; 
And,  fourthly,  'tis  to  play  an  odd  trick. 
Get  the  great  feal,  and  turn  out  Broderickj 
And,  fifthly,  (you  know  whom  I  mean)  ' 

To  humble  that  vexatious  Dean ; 
And,  fixthly,  for  my  foul,  to  barter  It 
For  fifty  times  its  v/orth  to  Carteretf . 

*  The  chief  juftlce  who  profccuted  the  Drapler* 
■f  Lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland. 

Now, 
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Now,  fince  your  motto  thus  you  conftruc, 
I  jnuft  confefs  you  've  fpoken  once  true. 
Lilertas  et  natale  Jolum  : 
You  had  good  reafon,  when  you  flole  'em. 

Sent   by   Dr.  DELANY  to  Dr.  SWIFT, 

In  order  to  be  admitted  to  fpeak  to  him,   when  he 
was  DEAF.    1724. 

DEAR  fir,  I  think  'tis  doubly  hard, 
Y(  ur  ears  and  doors  Ihould  both  be  barr'd. 
Can  any  thing  be  more  unkind  ? 
Mufl:  I  not  fee,  'caiife  you  are  blind? 
Methinks  a  friend  at  night  fhould  cheer  you, 
A  friend  that  loves  to  fee  and  hear  you. 
Why  am  I  robb'd  of  that  delight. 
When  yoa  can  be  no  lofer  by  't? 
Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer?) 
That,  if  you  heard,  you  'd  be  no  gainer? 
For  fure  you  are  not  yet  to  learn. 
That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 
Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  barr'd ; 
Your  buiinefs,  fir,  is  to  be  heard. 

THE      ANSWER. 

THE  v/ife  pretend  to  make  it  clear, 
'Tis  no  great  lofs  to  lofe  an  ear. 
Why  are  we  then  fo  fond  of  two. 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  ? 

»Ti5 
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'Tls  true,  fay  they,  cut  oiFt'.e  head. 
And  there  's  an  end ;  the  man  is  dead ; 
Becaufe,  among  all  human  race. 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace: 
But  confidently  they  maintain. 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twain. 
The  lofs  of  one  is  no  fuch  trouble. 
Since  t'  other  will  in  ftrength  be  double. 
The  limb  furviving,  you  may  fwear. 
Becomes  his  brother's  lawful  heir : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Your  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off, 
And  you  will  find,  by  this  device. 
The  other  will  be  ftronger  twice ; 
For  every  day  you  fhall  be  gaining 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  loft  its  brother. 
You  fee  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  t'  other  hand  the  work  of  two; 
Becaufe  the  foul  her  power  contrads. 
And  on  the  brother  limb  re-ads. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  fo  clear  in 
Another  cafe,  the  fenfe  of  hearing  : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  diftant  as  one  head  can  bear ; 
Yet  Galen  moft  acutely  fhev/s  you, 
(Confult  his  book  de  part  turn  ufu) 
That  from  each  ear,  as  he  obferves. 
There  creep  two  auditory  nerves, 

■  Not 
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Net  to  be  feen  without  a  glafs, 
Which  near  the  os  peirofu-m  pafs ; 
Thence  to  the  neck.;  and  moving  thorow  there. 
One  goes  to  this,  and  one  to  t'  other  ear ; 
JvYhich  made  my  grand-dame  always  fluff  her  ears. 
Both  right  and  left,  as  fellow-fufferers. 
You  fee  my  learning;  but,  to  fhorten  it. 
When  my  left  ear  was  deaf  a  fortnight. 
To  t'  other  ear  I  felt  it  coming  on : 
And  thus  I  folve  this  h^rd /'^'«'«&/»^«^«'». 
'Tis  true,  a  glafs  will  bring  fupplies 
To  weak,  or  old,  or  clouded  eyes ; 
Your  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  were  lofl-. 
Would  guard  your  nofc  againft  a  pofl ; 
Without  yourlegs,  two. legs  of  wood 
Are  flrcnger  and  almofl  as  good ; 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  been  thofe 
Who,  wanting  botli,  have  us'd  their  toes*. 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appears 
To  furnilh  artificial  ears., 

A  QUIET  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NAME. 
To  a  Friena  who  married  a  Shrew,   1724. 

NELL  fcolded  in  fo  loud  a  din. 
That  Will  duril  hardly  venture  in ; 
He  mark'd  the  conjugal  difpute; 
NeU  roar'd  inceiTant,  Dick  fat  mute; 

**  There  have  been  inftances  of  s  man's  writing  with  his  foot. 

But 
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But,  when  he  faw  his  friend  appear, 
Cry'd  bravely.  Patience,  good  my  dear  1 
At  fight  of  Will,  fhe  bawl'd  no  more. 
But  hurry'd.out,  and  clap'd  the  door. 

Why  Dick !  the  devil 's  in  thy  Nell, 
(Quoth  Will)  thy  houfe  is  worfe  than  >he!l : 
V/hy  what  a  peal  the  jade  has  rung  ! 
D — n  her,  why  don't  you  flit  her  "tongue? 
For  nothing  elfe  will  maki^  it  ceafe.  > 

Dear  V/iil,  I  fufFer  this  for  peace: 
I  never  quarrel  with  my  wife ; 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life: 
Scripture,  you  know,  exhorts  us  to  it; 
Bids  us  Ko  fcek  peace ,  aiid  erifue  it. 

Will  went  again  to  vifit  Dick; 
And  entering  in  the  very  nick. 
He  faw  virago  Nell  belabour. 
With  Dick's. own  ftafF,  his  peaceful  neighbour; 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  muft  interpofe, 
Receiv'd  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 

But  now,  to  make  my  Hory  fhort. 
Will  drewWt  Dick  to  take  a  quart. 
Why,  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devilifh  whims; 
Ods-buds !  why  don't  you  break  her  limbs  ? 
If  fhe  were  mine,  and  had  fuch  tricks, 
I  'd  teach  her  how  to  handle  fiicks : 
Z— ds !  I  would  fhip  her  to  Jamaica, 
Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco: 
I  'd  fend  her  far  enough  away — 
Dear  Will;  but  what  would  people  fay?' 

Vol.  XL II.  X  Lord! 
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Lord !  I  fliould  get  fo  ill  a  name. 

The  neighbours  round  would  cry  out  fhamc, 

Dick  fufFer'd  for  his  peace  and  credit; 
But  who  believ'd  him,  when  he  faid  it? 
Can  he  who  makes  himfelf  a  flavc, 
Confult  his  peace,  or  credit  fave  ? 
Dick  found  it  by  his  ill  fuccefs. 
His  quiet  fmall,  his  credit  lefs. 
She  ferv'd  him  at  the  ufual  rate; 
She  ftunn'd,  and  then  fhe  broke,  his  pare : 
And,  what  he  thought  the  hardeft  cafe. 
The  parifh  jeer'd  him  to  his  face; 
Thofe  men  who  wore  the  breeches  leai^, 
Call'd  him  a  cuckold,  fool,  and  beait. 
At  home  he  was  purfued  with  noife ; 
Abroad  was  peftcr'd  by  the  boys : 
Within,  his  wife  would  break  his  bones; 
Without,  they  pelted  him  with  Hones : 
The  'prentices  procur'd  a  riding*. 
To  aft  his  patience,  and  her  chiding. 

Falie  patience  and  miflaken  pride ! 
There  are  ten  thoufand  Dicks  befide. 
Slaves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name. 
Are  us'd  Hke  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 

*  A  well-known  humourous  cavalcade,  in  ridicule  of  a  fcoliing 
wife  and  hen-pecked  hufband. 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  MANLV  VIRTUE. 

Infcribed  to  Lord  Carteret,  1724. 

**  Gratior  &   pulchro  veniens  in  corpore  Virtus."        ViBCJ 

ONCE  on  a  time,  a  righteous  Sage, 
Griev'd  at  the  vices  of  the  age. 
Applied  to  Jove  with  fervent  prayer: 

"  O  Jove,  if  Virtue  be  fo  fair 
"  As  it  was  deem'd  in  former  days 
*'  By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 
*'  Whofe  beauties  mortal  eyes  efcape, 
"  Only  for  want  of  outward  ftiape; 
**  Make  then  its  real  excellence, 
"  For  once,  the  theme  of  human  fenfe : 
"  So  fhall  the  eye,  by  form  coniin'd, 
*'  Dired  and  fix  the  wandering  mind, 
**  And  long-deluded  mortals  fee 
"  With  rapture  what  they  us'd  to  fiee." 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,  gives  Virtue  birth. 
And  bids  him  blefs  and  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  blooming  frefh  and  fair. 
Now  made — ye  gods — a  fon  and  heir : 
An  heir ;  and,  ftranger  yet  to  hear. 
An  heir,  an  orphan  of  a  peer ; 
But  prodigies  are  wrought,  to  prove 
Nothing  impoffible  to  Jove. 

Virtue  was  for  this  fex  defign'd 
In  mild  reproof  to  woman-kind ; 

X2  In 
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In  manly  form  to  let  them  fee 

The  lovelinefs  of  modefty. 

The  thoufand  decencies  that  fhone 

With  leffen'd  luftre  in  their  own ; 

Which  few  had  leam'd  enough  to  prize. 

And  feme  thought  modifh  to  defpife. 

To  make  his  merit  more  difcern'd. 
He  goes  to  fchool — he  reads—  is  leam'd  ; 
Rais'd  high,  above  his  birth,  by  knowledge. 
He  fhines  diftingtiifh'd  in  a  college ; 
Refolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  cftate, 
Himfelf  alone  fhould  make  him  great. 
Here  foon  for  every  art  renown'd. 
His  influence  is  difFus'd  around ; 
Th'  inferior  youth,  to  learning  led, 
Lefs  to  be  fam'd  than  to  be  fed. 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  won. 
And  blulh  to  fee  themfelves  outdone; 
And  now,  inflam'd  with  rival  rage. 
In  fcieniific  ftrife  engage ; 
Engage — and,  in  the  glorious  ftrife. 
The  arts  new-kindle  into  life. 

Here  would  our  Hero  ever  dwell, 
Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  cell; 
Contented  to  be  truly  great. 
In  Virtue's  beft-belov'd  retreat ; 
Contented  he — but  Fate  ordains. 
He  now  fliali  Ihine  in  nobler  fcenes 
(Rais'd  liigh,  like  fome  celeflial  fire. 
To  Ihine  the  more,  flill  rifing  higher)  ; 

Completely 
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Completely  form'd  in  every  part. 
To  win  the  foul,  and  glad  the  heart. 
The  powerful  voice,  the  graceful  mien. 
Lovely  alike,  or  heard,  or  feen ; 
The  outward  form  and  inward  vie. 
His  foul  bright  beaming  from  his  eye. 
Ennobling  every  acl  and  air. 
With  juft,  and  generous,  and  iincere. ' 

Accomplifh'd  thus,  his  next  refort 
Is  to  the  council  and  the  court. 
Where  Virtue  is  in  leaft  repute. 
And  Intereil  the  one  purfuit ; 
Where  right  and  'vjrong  are  bought  and  fold^ 
Barter'd  for  beauty,  and  for  goldj 
Here  Manly  Virtue,  even  here, 
Pleas'd  in  the  pcrfon  of  a  peer, 
A  peer ;  a  fcarcely-bearded  youth. 
Who  talk'd  of  jufiice  and  of  truth. 
Of  innocence  the  furef:  guard. 
Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheard; 
That  he  alone  dcferv'd  efteem, 
\'/ho  was  the  man  h2  wifh'd  to  feem ; 
CiiU'd  it  unmanly  and  unwife. 
To  lurk  behind  a  mean  dilguife ; 
(Give  fraudful  Vice  the  malk  and  fcreen, 
'Tis  Mrtue's  intereil  to  be  feen;) 
Call'd  want  of  fhame  a  want  of  fenfe. 
And  found,  in  blufhes,  eloquence. 

Thus,  a6ling  what  he  taught  fo  v/ell,- 
He  drew  dumb  Merit  from  her  cell, 

X3  Led 
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Led  with  amazing  art  along 
The  bafhful  dame,  and  loos'd  her  tongue ; 
And,  whilft  he  made  her  value  known. 
Yet  more  dlfplay'd  and  raii'd  his  own. 

Thus  young,  thus  proof  to  all  temptations. 
He  rifes  to  the  higheft  ftations 
(For  where  high  honour  is  the  prize. 
True  Virtue  has  a  right  to  rife) : 
Let  courtly  fiaves  low  bend  the  knee 
To  Wealth  and  Vice  in  high  degree  : 
Exalted  Worth  difdains  to  owe 
Its  grandeur  to  its  greatell  foe. 

Now  rais'd  on  high,  fee  Virtue  fliows 
The  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rofe ; 
For  him,  let  proud  Ambition  know 
The  height  of  gloiy  here  below. 
Grandeur,  by  goodnefs  made  compleat ! 
To  biefs,  is  truly  to  be  great ! 
He  taught  how  men  to  honour  rife. 
Like  gilded  vapours  to  the  Ikies, 
Which,  howfoever  they  difplay 
Their  glory  from  the  god  of  day. 
Their  noblefl:  ufi  is  to  abate 
His  dangerous  excefs  of  heat. 
To  Ihisld  the  infant  fruits  and  flowers. 
And  bbfs  ttie  earth  with  genial  {hovvers. 

Now  c.iange  t  le  fcene ;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a  higher  fphere*  : 

*  Lord  Carteret  had  the  honour  of  mediating  peace  for  Sweden 
with  Denniark.  aad  wltuthe  Czar. 

Diltrefs 
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Diftrefs  of  nations  calls  him  hence. 

Permitted  To  by  Providence ; 

For  models,  made  to  mend  our  kind. 

To  no  one  clime  fhould  be  confin'd; 

And  Manly  Virtue,  like  the  fun. 

His  courfe  of  glorious  toils  fhould  run; 

Alike  difFufmg  in  his  flight 

Congenial  joy,  and  life,  and  light. 

Pale  Envy  Hckens,  Error  flies. 

And  Difcord  in  his  prefence  dies ; 

Oppreffion  hides  with  guilty  dread. 

And  Merit  rears  her  drooping  head; 

The  arts  revive,  the  vallies  fmg. 

And  winter  foftens  into  fpring : 

The  wondering  world,  where'er  he  moves. 

With  new  dchght  looks  up  and  loves ; 

One  fex  confenting  to  admire. 

Nor  lefs  the  other  to  defire; 

Whilil  he,  though  feated  on  a  throne. 

Confines  his  love  to  one  alone ; 

The  reft  condsmn'd,  with  rival  voice 

Repining,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Weftern  Ifle 
Is  made  his  manflon  for  a  while, 
Whofe  anxious  natives  night  and  day 
(Flappy  beneath  his  righteous  fway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceaielefs  prayer. 
To  blefs  him,  and  to  keep  Mm  there ; 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  fate. 
Too  lately  found,  to  lofe  him  late. 

X  4  VERSES 


3ia  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

VERSES    ON    THE    UPRIGHT    JUDGE 

Who  condemned  the  Drapier's  Printer. 

THE  church  I  hate,  and  have  good  reafon ; 
For  there  my  grandfire  cut  his  weazand : 
He  cut  his  weazand  at  the  altar ; 
1  keep  my  gullet  for  the  halter. 

ON      THE      SAME. 

N  church  your  grandfire  cut  his  throat : 
To  do  the  job,  too  long  he  tarry'd  ; 
He  fhould  have  had  my  hearty  vote. 
To  cut  his  throat  before  he  marry'd. 

ON      THE      SAME. 
(The  Judge  fpeaks.) 

I'M  not  the  grandfon  of  that  afs  *Quin; 
Nor  can  you  prove  it,  Mr.  Pafquin. 
My  grand-dame  had  gallants  by  twenties. 
And  bore  my  mother  by  a  'prentice. 
This  when  my  grandfire  knew,  they  tell  us  he 
In  Chriil-Church  cut  his  throat  for  jealoufy. 
And,  fince  the  alderman  was  mad  you  fay. 

Then  I  mult  be  fo  too,  ex  traduce* 

• 

*  An  aJderman. 
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